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Like to a tangled skein lome llTet there be. 
That run not tmooth e'en from their earliest day : 
The hand of Tixa, unskillful to such task, 
Stays not to estrieate their deTions threads. 
But tugt them on, to knoUt to woet, to crimett 
And then they* 
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DEDICATED, BY PERMISSION, 



TO HIS 



ROYAL HIGHNESS, 



THE DUKE OF SUSSEX. 



The heroine of this little drama, "The Bride 
OF SiciLt," has one strong claim on the interest of 
her illustrious Patron — one from which he never 
yet turned aside, namely, that she is the child of 
misfortune. To him no stronger claim can he 
offered, and both she and the author of her history 
are, from the same cause, certain of receiving his 
indulgence as a critic, and his favor as a man. The 
author indeed prefers another claim to the kindness 
of her Royal Patron equally effective, for she ii 
the WIDOW OF A FREE-MASON. 
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PREFACE. 



As a matter of courtesy to the public, the Au- 
thor is expected to say something in the way of 
pre&ce, though he may have no one thing on earth 
to «ay,worthy of its notice — I am in this dilemma — 
Those strangers who may chance to honor this 
little volmne with a reading, will judge of it simply 
by its merits ; to them my preface will do neither 
good or harm, will neither awaken their interest, 
or avert their condemnation of the poem it pre- 
cedes — ^whilst to my friends it will be altogether 
unnecessary — they know the reasons that caused 
me to send " The Bride of Sicily" into the world, 
and their partial kindness for the sake of the catise, 
will make them look with an eye of indul- 
gence on the effect. Into their hands I commit 
the fete of '^ The Bride of Sicily." 
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DRAMATIS FERSONiE. 

Alberto, afiencards Rogero, king of Sicily ^ 

Hassen, the Moorish Seraskier, 

Barto, a Sicilian Nobleman, 

Lorenzo, his Friend, 

VicENTio, the Father of Astakte, 

Anselm, an aged Hermit. 

Sicilian Nobles, Attendants, Soldiers, Sfc. 

AsTARTE, the Bride of Sicily, 

Cleone, her Sister, 

ISMENE, their Cousin, and Sister o/* Barto. 

Attendants, Sfc. 
Scene, near Messina. 
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THE 



BttHe of ^tctls. 



Scene f near the Palace of Vicentio. 

The Time, Morning. 

ISMENE and Hassen. 

Ismefiie. 
H&ssen! the blush of shame is on my qfaeek, 
The throb of fear beats in mjr conscious breast^ 
Whilst thus I steal to meet my country's, foe, 
Nay worse, the foe of my soul's dearest feith — 
Shame so intense, and fear so exquisite. 
Must be akin to guilt — ^nay hear me on — 
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4 THE BRIDE OF SICILY. 

Hassen ! I will not trust my traitor heart, 
Nor thy persuasive, but pernicious tongue ; 
For both are spreading snares to catch my soul. — 
Nothing but desperate, maddening resolution. 
Can snatch me from perdition — ^Fare thee well. 

Hassen [detainhig herJ] 

One moment stay — 
Barto thy brother, and his faults are pardoned ; 
I have commanded, and he is at large. 

Ismene. 

Another benefit! 
There's danger and there's death within their spells. 
Oh ! gaze not on me, for there lives a power, 
Seductive to Ismene in thine eyes ; 
But I will teach my wayward soul to know, 
Some evil Spirit dwells within those orbs. 
Seeking my everlasting ruin. 
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THE BRIftE OF SICILY. 6 

Hassen. 

Hassen would sooner pluck them from their cells. 
Or give his heart to be the shield of thine. 
Why wilt thou torture thus thine innocent self. 
And call that guilt, which is but throb of nature I 
— ^Yes, thou dost love me, and that angry frown 
Is but a filmy cloud which seeks to veil 
The beaming brightness of thy answering passion. 
Why wouldst thou hide its rays from Hassen's 

sight! 
Oh ! my Ismene turn not thus away — 
Do we not worship both one common Father? 
Do we not — 

Ismene [with vehemence.'] 
I v\rill not hear thee — dare not look upon thee. 
Or ask myself whether I love or dread thee ; 
But sooner than I'd plight my holy troth. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



6 THE BRIDE OF SICILY. 

To one who scorns my faith, who hates my creed. 
And makes a jest of my soul's treasur'd hopes, 
I'd rather join my bosom to the toad's, 
Inhale its foul and pestilential breath. 
And wreathing under strong antipathy. 
Kiss on its bloated lip the rankling poison. 

Hassen. 
If thou couldst read my heart, 
No jest would there be found for others' fisuth ; 
No bUnd, infatuate vaunting of mine own ; 
Shall man presume, by Reason's twilight ray. 
To judge of things too vast for angel's thought, 
And call that Folly, which, what ere its form 
Kindles with true devotion of the heart 
Towards its Maker.— Ismene art thou just! 

I&nene. 
I have ojBFended thee — ^but will not swerve 
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THE BRIDE OF SICILY. 7 

From the stem dictates of unsleeping conscience, 

Which bids me tell thee that we part for ever-^ 

Why wilt thou Hassen, withi unwearied love. 

Heap on me thus such load of benefits ? 

Sure thou must see I bend beneath the weight 

Of cumbrous gratitude — Thy deeds of kindness 

Gall when they mean to soothe, vex and inflame 

When they would anodyne my soul's affliction ; 

I cannot pay thee e'en one little fraction 

Of the vast debt I owe thee, still must owe ; 

I am a very bankrupt, noble Hassen, 

And will not cheat thee with a hope of payment ; 

Why should fresh boon then swell the mighty 

measure 

Of painful, unrequited obligation? — 

Let us toil as best becomes the vanquished. 

Let Astarte — 

[She turns aside to weep. 
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9 THE BRIDE OF SICILY. 



Hassen. 
-Fear not ; — a magic circle guards 



All that belongs to, or is lov'd by thee : 
When Sicily, thy native beauteous isle, 
Was ten years back conquer'd by Moslam anns, 
I was sent hither by command of him 
Who rules the crescent, as his delegate. 
To represent his person on thy shores — 
Thou knowest if I've been a cruel master. 
And wrung the fetters tightly round thy people ; 
Say have I us'd the crescent and its horns 
To goad or vex the children of the cross? 
The symbols of our faith have blaz'd together, 
And mingled their bright beams as have our praise. 

Ismene, [who perceives her brother Barto.l 

Alas! Fmlost — 
Bartb my brother here !— His eye has mark'd thee— 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE BRIDE OF SICILY. 9 

See he advances — ^pr'ythee heed him not — 
Astarte's marriage has most sorely galFd him ; 
And he is rash, intemperate, hard of speech — 
Hassen I charge thee, bear with Barto's anger — 
Have pity on a spirit v^ounded, vex*d — 
He is like thee, a slave to hopeless passion, 
Heed him not 

Hassen. 
He is thy brother, sweet one. — 

Enter Barto^ \iiJoko speaks to Ismene with anger.'] 

Barto. 
Say, dost thou tremble weak apostate girl. 
Because thy brother's cheek is pale with shame! 
Why shouldst thou heedhis eye of kindling wrath, 
Protected as thou art by mighty Hassen, 
Lord of thy kinsfolk, and thy native isle? 
Throw off this coward veil of blushing frailty. 
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The shallow mask which wears Hypocrisy, 

And press to thy degeneratey recreant heart 

In bla26 of day, full in proud Barto's eye. 

Thy Modem Lover^ the worshipper of Mahomet — 

Aye be his Hawri — make his I^aradise, 

Till some fresh Honri win him from thy arms. 

Ismene \to Haaaen.li 
I charge thee, Hassen, leave me to his wrath, 
Which noises more than harms — I'll meekly bend 
Beneath this whirlwind of my brother's passion — 
Soon it will pass — ^soon his kind heart will feel 
He wrongs his sister, and dishonours thee. — 

[To Barto.] 

Barto, tho* Hassen hear, I will speak out — 
This noble Moor, by deeds of mercy, greatness, 
Has taught my young heart new but sad emotion. 
In loving virtue, I have learnt to love him, 
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THE BRIDE OF SICILY. 11 

As thou didst Barto, when thou lov'd Astarte— 
For our affections Uke the gathering winds 
Gome when they will ; we know not how or whence ; 
But thine and mine, unlike those unseen guests, 
Will never change with seasons or with time — 
One blighting blast they will for ever blow 
Over our mom of life, and all its joys — 
Pity me then, brother in blood and fate — 
Chide not a grief which is the twin of thine, 
For both are hopeless, cureless. 

Barto \softened.'\ 

Yes from my soul I pity thee — noble Moor ! 
I feel IVe injured both in doubting thee ; 
Forgive my wayward temper, generous Hassen — 
rU rest secure upon thy well known honour — 
Aye on thy Moslem feith— that ample brow. 
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12 THE BRIDE OF SICILY. 

That firm clear eye, shall be thy only vouchers — 
I know that Hassen will respect my sister. 

[Exit Ismene. 

Hasaen. 
Fake love, Lord Barto, like the torrent-stream, 
Swell'd by long rains, may overflow its banks. 
And pour destruction — ^but such love as Hassen's, 
Vast as the ocean round thy native shores, 
Tho' it may swell, and rage by tempest stirr'd, 
Yet it respects the gentle isle it laves. 
And makes its proud waves know their proper 
bounds — 

Barto. 

Say, did thy Koran teach thee thoughts like these? 

Hassen. 

No Barto, but the inward monitor 

Ali has station'd in the heart's deep centre 
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The voice within^ which tells man all his duties : 
But when the Pasawns work their maddening din. 
And pour their wild sounds round its peaceful shrine^ 
Lost is this silver music of the soul, 
Drown'd are those magic tones which whisper 
virtue. 

[ExU Hasten. 

Barto [aolus.l 

Well may a Christian bow him down abashed 
Before this Moor, for he can ruh himself— 
Within my breast nothing but frenzy reigns^— 
Indignant throbbings, bitter, Vengeful thoughts — 
A serpent seems to coil around my heart, 
Stinging and hissing with each breath I draw, 
And mixing poison with my curdling blood — 

[Musing abstractedly. 
— Oh ! 'tis a fearful thing to be thrown off 
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From woman's love — ^to be rejected, scom'd — 
Cast off like loathsome insect, hated reptile. 
To walk this earth with burning brand of shame 
Stampt on the forehead — ^Pity's abject mark ; 
Pointed and mock'd at by a host of fools ; 
Whilst Ac, this stranger Albert, he, whose life 
This very arm has buffeted to save, 
And pluck'd from forth the waters — Ae, to win 
Without one effort, wed without one sigh. 
The fairest maid, the wonder of our isle. 
My once betrothed wife, my lov'd Astarte ! 
— Oh ! I could scourge vdth cords my erring fency , 
For having fix'd its young hopes so intensely 
On one who could not breathe responsive passion ;— 
— Gods ! he is here — ^this bridegroom of a day ! 
This vanquisher of woman's heart ! This mighty 

Albert— 
ril stand aside, and tho' abhoring, sickening, 
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I'll ga2e upon the basatisk that stung me.-^ 

[^Barto stands aside observing Alberto^ toko 
enters in deep abstraction and melancholy. 

Alberto. 

Look down thou angel, from thy sunny cloud 
Witheyesunchang'd,forHeavenfirstlitttieirbeams 
And coloured them with its celestial blue. 
Look down, my lost, my loVd one : Blessed Shade ! 
Behold the desolation of my heart — 
Yes, lov'd Cleone, thou canst read aright, 
Now that thy eyes are clear'd from mortal mist. 
Which oft obscures man's actions to his kind ; 
Thou canst see the secret springs, the motives 
Of my soul's sacrifice — ^its immolation — 
Behold its bleeding wounds, its faith to ttiee, 
Tho' these sad arms embrace another bride — 
Embrace ? ah no ! if such be calFd embrace, 
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Teach me some unknown work, some glowing 

somid. 
Might give an image of my joys with thee. 

[Albert retires. 

Barto advances. [Barto^^ 

A thrilling horror creeps within my veins ; 
Sure such the assassin feels ere he can brace 
His quivering nerves to do the deed of darkness. 
He loves her not! e*en in her arms his heart 
Throbs for another — Insulting ingrate ! — 

: Oh ! had I been blest ! 

Had /been circled in those snowy arms^ 
And on that fragrant bosom lain my head. 
How had mine own beat with excess of bliss ! 
Gods ! can I coldly, can I tamely, hear 
The man, who from my ardent frenzied grasp, 
Has pluck'd the brightest gem that decks the world, 
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Tom up and scatterM all my budding hopes, 
And planting nightshade, Where once bloomed the 

rose — 
Gods ! can I hear the bane of ail my joys, 
Call that a scu^rifice which gave him Heaven ! 

Enter Lorenzo, the friend o/Barto. 

Lorenzo. 
What grandeur lives within this noble Moor t 
Barto thou art restor'd to thy possessions ; 
Hassen has pardbn'd and forgot thy outrage. 
And having made a festival to honor 
Alberto's marriage with the young Astarte^ 
He woo 8 thee to partake the sumptuous banquet — 

Thou dost not hear ! 

Strange shadows flit athwart thy flashing eyes, 
Andstrongconvulsionheavesthylabouringbreast— 
Come let us seek a healthier atmosphere, 
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For here the air, aye every passing breeze 
Is scented with the fair Astarte's breath ; 
To thee a subtle poison. 

Barto \musing.'\ 
Why did he wed her, since he lov'd her not? 

Lorenzo. 
What matters it to thee who Albert loves ; 
Speak not his name, forget his very being, 
And cleanse thy heart from every thought of her; 
Trust me, there are within our Sicily 
Maidens as fair as this false, fickle dame, 
More worthy of thy love : let's leave this festival. 
This motly pageant mix d of Moors and Christians ^ 
And I will bring thee to more noble sport — 
Two laughing eyes shall be thy good physicians. 
And both prescribe (strange wonder) the mme 
cure. 
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THE BRIDE OF SICILY. 19 

Barto [unheeding him.'] 
It galls me more to see Alberto thus, 
Thus cold, neglectful, calm, insensate, 
As if in scorn of his unmeasur'd joys. 
Than if I witnessed the triumphant glow, 
And radiant scintallations of his eye. 
Signs of a soul charg'd with excess of bliss. 
Till it overflows — 

Loremso. 

What matters that to thee ? 
Let him be moody if it please him well ; 
Is he not married, Barto, and has cause? 
He will be worse anon. — 

Barto [still abstractedly.'] 

The Sim illumes the spot on which it shines ; 
And Rapture also pours a flood oT light 
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20 THE BRIDE OF SICILY. 

On those it warms — he has a frozen eye, 
A cold abstracted gaze, a — 

Lorenzo. 

Aye, he has got a malady will try him — 
A wifey good Barto, is no short liv'd grief. 
Thank Heavens we are free oft. 

Barto [mimn^.] 

But scarce a bridegroom ! married but yesterday, 
And to Astarte ! 

Lorenzo. 

'Tis time eQOugh to feel the sore disease. 
But we havte ta'en no fee to rid him of it. 
Let us away — 

Barto \starting.'\ 

See, he returns — ^mark his abstracted look ! 
His absent soul is gone to distant jrealms — 
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Lorenzo. 

Where wives hxe not — ^thou wouldst not meet him , 
sure? 

Barto. 

Bear with me, ffood Lorenzo, I am weak — ; » , ; 

Let us retire behind yon marble column, 

The emblem of himself— and mark his bearings. 

Lorenzo. ; ' - '. 

Thou art grown driveller sure, but I'll not cross tho^. 

[Barto and Lorenzo conceal themselves, 
Alberto again appears^] 

Alberto \musingJ\ 

'Twill not be long, my lost one. 
Ere this long sufF'ring heart will cease to beat^ 
And my enfranchis'd spirit leave this wreck, 
To ciTmible'litito dust-t-then allAhine'own; ^ 
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We hand in hand, in holy compact knit. 
Shall wing our way midst pathless fields of space, 
And visit thousands of refulgent worlds. 
Where new-bom rapture, never-dying bliss, 
Springs as from fountain, an eternal source. 
And Love, celestial Love, for ever reigns. 

{Exit Alberto. 

Lorenzo. 
His brain is touch'd ; in sooth l^e has much cause : 
Marriage they tell me oft a£fects the head; 
I feel I should be mad in forty hours 
With such a noose to vex and gall me — come let's 
hence. 

Barto. 

Why did he wed her ? can he answer that ? 

Lorenzo. 
Barto, I'll probe thy wound to make it heal — 
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Dost thou forget^ or does thy shrnddng soul 
Shut out the hated truth withself-cWd eyes? 
Astarte lor'd him ^mth tpontaneaus pafision ; 
He sought not, kindled not the glowing flame, ' 
Nor did he seek to &n her bosom's fires ; 
She look'd upon him, and a ray was shot, 
like an electric spark, within her soul : 
Thou know'st in vain with virgin pride she strove 
To quench it with a flood of woman's tears ; 
Still still it gathered, and its spreading flames 
Had soon consumed her, but her father — 

Barto. 

No more — I know full well the maddening tale, 
For it is written with a burning pen 
Upon my shrinking memory, my brain, my heart. 
Tis known through Sicily— 'tis the taverns' theme ; 
The talk of menial slaves, and craven moors, 
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Who !roifcke it 6|ilafect of ksdvwiid jest^ 
And proof ho'w woman caii vfHtm £nehzy l<rre— 
Then too, insulti]^ pity comes for Baito ; 
Th^ ^^t6r(mg'dy forsaken and affiaiieed Barto, 
"Who hftd not Albert chanc'd to cross his path, 
''Perchance had wedded with the fair Astarte." 

Lorenzo. 

Why wilt thou, Uke the lion when he's chaf d. 
Lash thine own self to rage? 

Barto. 

Nay let me on — Then does foul Rumour tell 
Of how her father's anixious, searching love. 
Wrung from Astarte's heart its hidden griefs ; 
Then how lie pi offered his unhappy child, 
Unask'd, unsought for, to this strangei* lord. 
Who qapie a shipwreck'd, naked, wretched thing. 
Cast like the fishes' spawn upon our shores : 
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THE BRIDE OF SICILY. 26 

Then pitying do they speak of idiot Barto, 
Who needs must lend his strong and sinewy ann^ 
To snatch from death, the viper who has stung him- 

Lorenzo. 
I prithee spare thyself. — 

Barto. 
What was the answer of this stranger lord, 
When by her father w.oo'd? oh galling insult I 
Trick'd out and vanish'd o'er with silver words, 
Couch'dinsuch phraseasthis,"Thathewasgratefiil, 
"For such distinguish'd, such unhoKd for goodness, 
"But as for marriage he forsooth must thmk on?*, 
"He had no thoughts ai present for such bauble, 
"But should he change hi8mind\i<^A then perchance 
^^Look at the old man's daughter T 

Lorenzo. 
Sure, this is bitter jesting. 

£ 
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Barto. 

Did not Vicentio then implore and weep ; 
lift up his aged eyes, as to his God ; 
Grovel upon his knees with streaming tears ; 
Crouch like a reptile, and conjure, beseech, 
With trembling eloquence, this haughty Albert, 
To save his daughter from an early tomb ; 
To stoop, forsooth, and raise the fairest maid. 
The charm, the wonder of our Sicily, 
In pity to his arms — was it not so ? 

Lorenzo. 
But what hast thou to do with this strai^e tale ? 
Imagine it a story of past times ; 
Nay I must pique you on to play the man ; 
Would /with folded arms and pallid cheek, 
Add to Alberto's triumph by my woe ? 
Would /tell een the night-winds or the streams. 
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THE BRIDE OF SICILY. 27 

That Ae, this stranger, was imphr'd to take 
What thou hast sued for, but hast sued m vain. 

Barto [with anger.'] 
Thy tongue drops poison, thou insulting mocker ! 
Thinkestthenthatyriew(feAip'« tongue has privilege 
To harrow up the soiil ? If it possess such license 
That it may bite like venom'd serpent's tooth, 
Twere better to renounce it, wrench it out, 
As cancer seeking to entwine its fibres 
Around the bosom, only to destroy ; 
\i friendship be a thing to gall, to irritate. 
To heap sarcastic insults on its victim, 
like the fell cancer, let me tear it forth. 
Or cut it from my breast as foul excrescence. 

Lorefiizo. 
How like a froward child 
Does this same idiot passion make the man ! 
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How with delirium does it steep each sense^ 
Engendering phantoms, night-mares of the mind I 
— ^By Heaven, the hapless lunatic, who weaves 
Ideal crowns from the moon's silver heams, 
Is not more full of sickly images. 
Of wild conceits and monstrous misconceptions, 
Than the weak vassal of a woman's charms— 

Barto [bitterly. '] 

Aye ! use thy licei^e well ! 
Heap taunts on taunts — 

Lorenzo. 

I'd rather sit and hask me in the sim, 

With the broad smile of idiot vacancy. 

Catching at gnats that float upon its beams. 

Without one ray of reason in my soul, 

One twilightgleamthroughoutmy mental darkness 

Than bear, as thou dogt, Barto, such quick eei»e, 
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Such irritable soreness of the mind^ 

Which shrinks from ^'en the touch of long prov'd 

friendship ; 
Nay, it would shun the healthful breeze of Heaven, 
Lest it should brush with its soft feathery wii^ 
The part affected — ^probe this wound thysdf^ 
Which I perchance have toueh'd with hand too 

rough — 
Cleanse from thy heart each thought^ each pulse^ 

each wish. 
Infected by Astarte — 

Barto. 

The time may come when thou may'st suffer too. 

Lorenxo. 

Never — ^by your blue sky whose tranquil arch 
Mocks by its cahnness these wild bursts of passion, 
Never will I act thus 4iie fipBBtk lover 
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And rave, and beat my bosom void of breath, 
Because a woman frowns — grant she be fair ; 
Yet if she/r(wm, she casts a murky cloud 
Athwart her beauties, and makes dark eclipse 
Of all her sunny beams — ^they cannot touch my 

heart; 
Tho' she be fair, others are fair as she, 
And should they dmiUy I'll bask beneath its beams, 
I'll catch the kindling ray, the genial influence. 
To warm, but not consume me in its blaze. — 

Barto. 
I'm wrong to chafe at what thy giddy tongue 
Flings from thy heart, the seat of buoyant joy — 
Thou art Uke schoolboy gambling by the stream 
And sprinkling water o'er thy friends in sport. — 

Lorenzo. 
Would for thy sake, dear Barto, that it were 
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The waters of oblivion so it had power 
To lull to quench this fever of thy soul — 
Come to my heart and share its healthful breath- 
ings ; 
If minds have power to catch th' electric spark 
By contact with a sound and beaming spirit. 
Receive from mine a portion of that essence 
Which springs from mine pure as the mountain 

breeze. 
Astarte is another 8 — let her be — 
Thou canst not win her from Alberto's arms. 
But thou may'st gain more honorable mistress — 
Thy native Sicily now bound in chains, 
But not so sacred as the marriage vow; 
She calls on Barto from each echoing hill, 
And bids thee view her fetters and her woe ; 
Those galling fetters forg'd by Moslam hand. 
The love that Hassen bears the fair Ismene 
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Blinds him to all^ sare fetes and gaudy pageantB^ 
The baits and traps which catch a woman's heart; 
Thy aster, Barto, might so t»e her power 
Upon the weakness of this doting Hassen, # 
Aided by thee and all our brave compeers 
As to give freedom to our prostrate country. 

What! by an artifice ! by meretricious fraud 
Shall Barto's sister use her sexes' influence ! 
If Hassen be our foe, which I deny not, 
Let us oppose him as a foe should do. 
Open and daring — not like coward slaves. 
Stealing upon the weakness of his soul. 
When passion has benumVd his energies, 
To stab the noble hon as he sleeps. — 
— But hark! what sounds approach? 
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Lorenzo. 
Another painted show for fair Ismene — 
Cymbols and gifts to grace her cousin's marriage ; 
This is, methinks, a sorry sight for Sicily, 
When thus at ease her fell destroyers play, 
And Barto stands to gaze upon their pastime. 
Sure it were better we should take the turban, 
And join these revellers, than thus to look 
Passive upon their sports — say can'st thou keep 
Thy sword asleep? mine leaps within its scabbard— 
Prythee let's hence. — 

\Exeunt Barto and Lorenzo. 

Enter a procession ofMoorSy with music and 
splendid presents for the bride Astarte. 

Sicilian girls follow^ dancing withflowers^ Sfc. 
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Scene J a bridal apartment decorated with 
festoons and garlands offlau>ers. 

Astarte with the presents of Has^n on a table 
before her. 

Ismene examining them tvith her. 

Astarte. 

What princely gifts are these from nohle Hassen! 
But he is ever thus — regard these gems. — 

Ismene. 
I see a tear-drop in Astarte's eye, 
Dimming the lustre of her hridal mom \ 
"Well may they say that woman laughs and weeps 
She knows not wherefore— Thou art Albert's bride, 
Thy heart has holy grant, has privilege 
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To love its fill — Thou needst not hide its fires ; 
Shame now no longer sits with downcast eyes, 
The portress of Love's temple in thy breast, 
Guarding thy secret from the eye of day ; 
Nay 'tis thy sexes' pride, its ornament. 
And will confer a lustre round thy head. 
Brighter than all these gems. — 

Aitarte. 

Yes, I am Albert's mfe — ^much sweeter sound 
Than music of celestial orbs above, 
Ortones that seraphs have just broughtfromheaVn ; 
Joy has its tears, Ismene, gentle ones, 
ResembUng the soft dew which wets the rose. 
Unlike the scalding ones of grief or rage ; 
Is it then strange my eyes should glisten now 
With my heart's thankfulness — 
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Ismene. 

Few, my Astarte ! have such bliss as fhine — 

Few love as thou dost — ^fewer gain their love ; 

But to those happy few, they live an cige 

In every hour, so prodigal of bliss — 

Oh, sweet conviction ! when the hand of fate 

Has bound a cord, strong as the strings of life. 

Around two loving and congenial hearts ; 

How dear to feel their hopes, their fears the same ! 

To know their griefs, their joys together knit! 

Their interests ^ homes j their offspring j and their ally 

Blended and woven in one common web, 

With all that earth can give, or Heav'n can promise. 

Astarte. 

Thy scml, Ismene, dwells upon thy tongue ; 
Seldom, tiU now, I've found thee eloquent ; 
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But rather brief and tardy in thy speech^ 
Tho' quick aaad constant in each act of kindneM ; 
Oft I have thou^t thy dark expressive eye 
Agreed but ill with thy slow^ scanty tongue, 
And I have fancied that thy frozen words, 
Conceal'd, like snow on a volcano's top, . 
The secret fires that dwelt within thy bosom. 
Would Hassen were a Christian for thy sake ! 
His noble nature, his — 

Enter Vicentio^ father of Astarte. 

Vicentio. 

Joy to my child ! 
IVe brought a blessing for thee, my Astarte, 
But half of it belongs to thy Alberto ; 
Where is thy lord 1 methinks he should be here. 
Paying sweet homage to his new*made bride : 
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Ismene, sweet one ! join with me to chide him ; 

It is too soon for her to be a wrangler, 

But we may ring a 'laram in his ears, 

Shall make them tingle — ^Dost like his absence ? 

\To Aslarte. 
Astarte [comtrainedlt/.] 

1 heed it not ; — 

For tho' his presence is my smi of joy, 

I would not wish to concentrate its beams, 

On me alone — ^much as I love to gaze 

On lineaments the gods themselves might own, 

Yet would I sometimes lose the dear original, ^ 

To gaze upon its copy in my heart ; 

A short-liv'd absence, like a summer's cloud, 

Throws a soft shade on Nature's glowing bosom. 

Relieves the eye, and mellows every tint— 

Vicentio [aside to limeneJ] 
Ah ! tell not me ; for e'en this aged heart, 
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Old as it is, has fire enough to feel 
That were J Albert, a day-married bridegroom, 
Absence should never cloud my new-bom sun ; 
I like not of this absence — 

[To Astarte. 
I had forgot, my child, these hoarded gems 
The noble Hassen years ago restor'd. 
After the Moors had pillaged Sicily — 
My other child, my lost, belov'd Cleone, 
Had she been here, had shar'd these glittering toys. 
But she has perish'd— or still worse she lives, 
A wretch disgraced within some Moorish harem— 
Oh ! had they left my child !— 

Ismene. 

Speak not to-day of our Cleone's loss ; 

For see a tear is starting to thy eye, 

And mine grows cloudy too— avaiint, sad thoughts ! 
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To-day Astarte grudges e^ery look 
Which wears not the full lively of joy. — 

Vicentio [cheering up] aifd sees Hassen's gifts. 

Discreet and wise Ismene ! 



What splendid gifts are theset SeraskierHaasen's? 
The fetters that we wear are made of gold. 
Had we the name of Freedom, we were free, — 
So light the bondage Hassen throws around us— 
But where is Albert? I will seek the truant. 

[Egcit Vicentio. 

Astarte [musingJ] 

Dost thou too deem it strange that my Alberto 
Should thus absent himself? be honest coz. — 
Thou know'st his humour ever has been thoughtful^ 
Ting'd with a sweet and holy melancholy. 
Disdaining vulgar forms of strict observance : 
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That which in. others might he deem'd unseemly^ 
In. him. should he considered hut a feature, 
Or character of his peculiar mind — 
Be candid my Ismene.-^ 

Ismene. 

Thou shouldst not question e'en thine own fond 

heart. 
For the first doubt plants-the first seed of woe ; 
Forhear.to stir the clear pellucid stream. 
Which sparkles now so hrightly to thine eye. 
Why render turbid its transparent waters ? — 
Lose not by cool, fastidious scrutiny. 
By sordid weighing of each look, each action. 
The reed good that's plac'd within thy reach ; 
Reflect not deeply, for no human, bliss 
Can hear the test of strict investigation ; 
. G 
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And if thy cup of life sinile at its briin^ 
Inquire not l^u^ what lurks beneath its surface. 

Astarte. 

Say, dost thou warn me not to search Alberto? 
Sure thou hast meaning in thy cold philosophy. — 
An adder'stooth had touch'dmy heartless rudely.— 

Ismene. 

Astarte hear me — ^thou must seek and strive 
To blunt, with all thy strongest resolution. 
This feverish, morbid, and unwholesome phantasy. 
Which rests not satisfied with present joys, 
But hunts 'midst roses for some lurking serpent ; 
And, in the splendour of a summer's day, 
Shrinks at each fleecy cloud that passes by, 
Dreading a storm, when only zephyrs play— 
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Astarte. 

Yes, thou art right! — ^thou know'st too well my 

weakness; 
But shouldst thou mark this irritable mind, 
Weaving a web of mischief for itself, 
And half entangl'd in its self-wrought toils. 
Oh ! break the spell — ^'sunder the fairy meshes, 
Lest they enclose me, and destroy for ever. 

Ismene. 

In vain thou ask'st the care of watchful friendship; 
'Tis thou must ke^ a guard upon thyself; 
No human eye can trace what passes there^ 
Wxdiin the deep recesses of the heart ; 
Disease may lurk, and sap the vital core, 
like reptile preying on the root of flower — 
Which tho' it bloom delusive to the eye, 
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It may have mortal malady below, 
And perish most mitimely. 

Astarte \musing deeply."] 

Thou sa/st true, and I will learn to wear 
Thy counsel next my heart — 

Ismene \cheerfaUy ] 

Come cheer thee sweet — I warrant thou wilt smile. 
When Albert comes and pleads to thee forpardon— 
Sure *twas a vast offence to leave his bride, 
An hour or so to commune with her coz : 
Ah 'twas a heinous crime ! and he shall hear oft. 
Let's walk and seek him. 

[Exeunt Astarte and Ismene. 
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ScenCy outside the Palace. 
Grave in the distance. 

Enter Vicentio. 

Vicentio [seeking Alberto.'] 

He must have hid himself in yonder grove : 
Much does my mind misgive me of this man ! 
But women see not with such eyes as ours ; 
They like these strange and melancholy men, 
Who seem to commune with their untold thoughts, 
Wrapping themselves in deep and wild abstraction, 
And walking on this earth as 'twere unworthy 

Their mighty tread 

But here comes Barto, discontent and pale ; 
I wish he were the husband of my child ; 
And so dbeiB he, for from her very childhood. 
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His heart has doted on her : he has cause 
To wear that clouded brow — ^for he is injur'd. 

Enter Barto [gloomily.'] 

Vicentio. 

Thy hand, my noble kinsman, [he turns aira^]that's 

not kind! 
Why dost thou turn aside with look of scorn 
From thy most loving imcle.-~ 

Barto. 

Loving thou art Vicentio— aye most kind ; 
But 'tis to strangers — ^not to thine ovni blood i 
Alberto deems thee a most loving father. 

Vicentio. 

I will not heed thy taunting churlish speech. 
For thou art ehaff^-^^^and Jtoo feel thy wrongs ; 
She was almost thy wife ! yet she had dyed. — 
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Baxto, my child, liad withered, faded, perished, 
I had been fatherless, if I had kept 
My plighted fiodth to thee — I love him not, — 
My spirit sinks before him, cowering down 
As dwarf Yore giant — ^his calm, tranquil gaze, 
Bows me to earth, and tells me by its grandeur 
" Vicentio thou't a fool T his stately eye 
Beams with no sweet equality to greet me. 
But seems to say "Yes, I must bear with thee, 
"For thou art old, and thou hast us'd me kindly, 
"Thou hast b^stow'd on me thy child, thy wealtibi^ 
"But my high towering soul, tho' touch'd with 

gratitude 
"Looks down from its high eminence on thine-** 

Barto [aside bitterly. "] 

Already, does it work ! such is the price. . 
Of brqli&fn fidth,— Thou wilt have more anon.— 
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Vicentio. 
With thee, good Barto^ I can hold discourse, 
Just as my humour suits me, grave or gay ; 
My mind with thee is easy, frank, and free, 
PilloVd and happy — ^but with him — 
Come prithee, gentle kinsman, yield thy hand. 
And carry to my daughter greeting fair. 

Barto. 

Visit Astarte ! see her in his arms T 

Old man! thou wouldst not mock me — ftxe.thee 

well. — 

[Exit Barto. 

Vicentio. 

Wayward and froward ever — ^yet he loVd my 

child ; 
But where kirks Albert ? let me trace his. steps. 

[Exit Vicentio. 
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Scene, anotherpart Of the grove. 

Albert \alone.^ 

In vain I seek a momentary pause^ 
From my sours anguish — ^wherefore did I yield 
To Vhelming gratitude, to pleading pity? 
My life must now be past in base hypocrisy — 
My tongue must never speak my bosom's lan- 
guage— 
My heart must fester Mdth its deep struck wounds. 
Yet Teil its tihirobbings with a shew of gladness — 
Oh I I must teach my quivering lips to smile, 
Tho' foul distortion mark the desperate effort— 
Alas ! can caution hide from keen-eyed love,. 
That all is cold, and dark, and blank within?— 
Can scathed oak put forth young tender shoots? 
Or blooming flow'retspring from wreaihs of snow ? 

H 
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Yes, she must see, this heart is clos'd for ever — 
Hapless Astarte ! thou hast plung'd thyself 
In utter desolation — what foot approaches! 

[jUberto retirea cuide, 

Suter Bopto. 

Barto. 

I know. 9pt yibjf' I t^m sbeidd tptek. hl3i e^ff^ 
Xq^U^ wy 8i#t wit^ -afhat it uswsiahHowr- 
There is some fearful fascination sure . 
AhRHt. iim Att)«r(Mbo^ I. b»^M» I sMk ; 

ThfiE^ 9Qi»^<bi«9 t^Q0#P9, S^HnilQg'ilB B^- wuV 
MysteiaQU^ dwk, sod 'v«»get/r^-*>«MB9; M pvii^ 

Strugg^l£!9, widuiL m^ pa]|^ting hr^wth 
EngeiKtei^4 by somis. de»pn-^o«Id- it pnm 
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May strangle it as foul and noisome serpent ; 
Why do my restless steps still haimt tliis place 
As if enchairfd wittiin som^ magic circle ? 
I like not my own thoughts, if thoughts they be. 
For they are rather visions, ting'd with blood, 
And Albert seems to move before mine eyes, 
Pale, wounded, lifeless — ^would I had pass'd this 

day. 
No taint of foul misdeed upon my soul. 
For sure my evil-spirit walks unchain'd. 
And whispers in mine ear accursed things — 
Avaunt ! — ^I will not, date not be a murderer ! — 
Tho' Albert i» my bfthe> he 6lill ehall lite 
Spite of thefi^ deadly et^viog^, this hot thirsty 
To quaff tibie cup of v^iig««tice^ 
Whtfr W«^l 1 feast my »yi ll&« fiMid «f Hell, 
On quividriflg limb^, on paititig life's convuMMii^ t 
Is thUik b«i(|t]«t for Ihe immortii) soul^ 
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To gorge itself on human blood like vampire ? 
No, he shall Uve — 

Enter Alberto \nmeing.'\ 

Barto [aside.l 
Ye powers of mercy save me. 
Cause me to wrestle with this fiend of darkness ; 
Aid me Hypocrisy to speak him fair. 
And varnish my deep hate with silver words — 

[To Albert.] 
Health, and long wedded joys to noble Albert! 

Albert. 

I will not thank thee for these gilded wprds^^ 
Barto ! thine eyes speak trmr than thy speech ; 
Long have I mark'd their eloquent defiance 
As their proud flashes shot like lightojug firen^. 
Athwart, and round me — aye, they kindle now ! 
Barto! I Uke their fierce yet ;%pn^sMiii9aiiiBg 
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More Hian the hoiiie4 accents of thy toiigu^ ; 
And for their truth, forgive it's weak impos- 
ture — 
Why shouldst thou stoop to play the counterfeit! 
Why force thy hps to use d^enerate ore, 
Passing it off as genuine currency? 
In (ifier times if thou wouldst use false courtesy 
Let not thine eyes be privy to the cheat ; 
Shut them within their cells as tell-tale knaves. 
The slaves of Nature, traitorous to thee — 
— Barto, thou lov'st me not — 

Barto. 
Since thou wilt have it so — so let it be — 
I have not sworn to love the lord Alberto ; 
Nor need he care, if that my love lack measure ; . 
He^has enough methinks in this our Sicily, . 
Higlit make & flaming beacon, big as Etm> 
That Ijatber mariners should steer theSr barks,. ; . 
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And wreck them, like te ttiee, on -such brave 
Might swell them into greatness in an hGnr.-^ 

Now ihou speakst out — ^there^s TrtUh within thy 

scorn, 
Rough, honest truths for this at least I thank thee — 
Man should be open even to his foe : 
Then frankly say the cause of thy deep ire — 
What deed of mine has made it grow so large^ 
It rocks thy bosom as with heaving earthquake ! 
Barto! ifgentle words might soothe thy hate. 
As Indians chann the serpent unto death, 
I would administer to diy mind's malady; 
7^y ami it was, which saVd this wozthleas 1^, 
Therefore I owe thee patience^ lave^ and gxatitoda; 
What liave I done to Wake thy bbeon's mnXH % 
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Hatrvd is like the banejful (/^ trei^ 
Withering the spot wherecn itB^poiaonargroif* 

SoTtu \nmlteringhf!\ 
W^ it might witfter thee r 

Albert. 
-—How have I wron^d thee t 



Sure^ no conunon cause could move thee thus. 

I would iKrt aasw«s ttfee^ buttttnt i ieel< 
My burdened heaart wilt ease^ of hi^jte Iba<l 
To pour upQ&ftee>aU ifs^peiltHB^ lb«^bc&ig9; 
Its bittef imd ctf^dark ant^thji— 
— ^To me thou art a^ pestifenlfak wind^, 
Lad^fli wi1& kilUiii^ bfiglft ti»3all mji Mopes ; 
A being giltie«l withisoa^' CYtrsiei apc^ 
li^ywt^'myef^T^t'^^ art ttum^ 

Thus to have elbow'd in to short a spam: 
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Thyself to 8u6li promotion !— wast not enough 
To grow the fovor'd minion of Vicentio, 
The oracle of our Senskier Moorfeh Hassen, 
Whilst I was prisoner fop some wayward feult^ 
But thou must interrupt my cherished hopes^ 
Take base advantage of an absent lover 
And throw thyself between me and my sun 
To wither in thy vast collossal shade ? 
Was it for thee to wed Vicentio's daughter^ 
The charm, the wonder of out gazing isle> 
Allied to prinees, kin to gr^t Rogeeoi t 
Was it for tliee to gain the fitir Astarte, 
A thing disgoi^'d by the tempestuous flo<>ds. 
And cast a naked stranger on our shores 1 
One who disdains^ or dreads to name his rank. 
His home, his lineage — cloth'd in mystery ! 
Absorbed by lonely musings J strange, dark 
thoughts! . 
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Perchance the child of shame, the man of crime ; 
Is it for thee for whom insulted Baito 
Must live the victim of a broken plight t 
The object of a woman's open scorn ? 
Rejected and. for thee who lov'st her not. — 

Alberto. 
Is this the thorn thaf s rankling in thy side ! 
Rail 'till thou'rt tir*d — ^in soothe I pity thee ; 
Since I have meddled with thy heart's affections 
Through ignorance or fate, heap curses on me ; 
ril endure them all, for I have wrong'd thee — 
So patiently Fll bear thy worst revilings 
That thou shalt own my heart-felt sympathy 
Has power to quench resentment. 

BartolwUhkmdlmga$^er.'\ 
Must I be mocKd vnth thy insulting pity ^ 
To give firesh rancour to my biting woundsl 
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Leave me^ I charge thee, leave me, for a fiend 
Now urges on my wild tempestuous rage, , 
With furious goad — gaze not upon me, ^ 
Or I may do a deed will lose my soul. — 

Alberto [with deep jnty."] 

One little year ago thy saving hand 
Drew me a fainting wretch from forth yon waves, 
For this I've plundered thee of more than life ; 
Heap on me fresh invectives, 111 endure. — 

Barto \wUh rage.'\ 

This coolness acts Uke oil on raging fire ; 

Why wilt thou tempt me thus — leave me Alberto-^ 

Away, and bask beneath Astarte's smile. 

Go, revel on the beauties of her lip, 

Go, and repeat the insults thou has borne. 

And boast the virtue of enduring patience : 

Tell her how like a madman Barto rav'd. 
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But how with meek forbearance you forgave him 
The taunts and insults he has pour'd upon thee. 

,Alberto [unbares his breast^ and skews a scar.'] 

Alberto. 
Thy words are sharper than the dagger's point — 
Here strike at once — ^thy blade will enter here. , 

[Barto starts. 
Just by this scar — ^aye gaze upon it well — 
It bears a form triangular and strange — 
Shap'd as thou see'st by hand of an assassin 
As 'twere the Uttle map of Sicily. — 

Barto \in great a^fitation.'] 

That scar ! — ^that self-same cicatrise 
My Prince, my. friend, my loVd Rogero gain'd 
Whilst fighting to defend his Barto's Ufe 
From hir'd assassins in our life's young morn ! 
The very outline of that well-known scar ! — 
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But no, it cannot be*— I grow insane-*- 
Rogero is no more — I saw him dead, 
Disfigur'd with his woimds, pallid and cold. 
After that final battle with the Saracens, 
When he with life purchased a deathless fame 
By prodigies of valour. — 

Alberto [speaking very slowly.'] 

Dost thou remember EnncHs wondrous cave. 
Where Proserpine and Ceres once were worship'd? 

Barto \with astonishment.'] 
Wonderful Powers ! what of that cave ? 

Alberto. 

Dost thou remember those projecting rocks 
Which hung aloft like some vast eagle's wings? 

Barto [with breathless agitation.] 
The very spot! whatbappeu'dthe^t-^piOQeed*- 
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Alberto. 

'Twas evening, Barto^ and the moon did wear 
Across her brow a hood of violet clouds ; 
A colour then thy youthful fancy lov'd, 
For it was worn by one who— 

Barto. 

Thou canst not say by whom — I charge thee 
speak — 

Alberto. 
She was not worthy of young Barto's love — 

Barto. 
Her name — speak but her name — 

Alberto. 

Oh 'twas a worthless name~a worthless deed^ 
To hire assassins to deep stab that breast^ 
Which had been press'd all trusting to her own. 
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Barto. 

My brain whirls round — speak but that false-one's 
name. 

Alberto. 

Theresa! dost thou start amaz'd I 'twas she^ 
Who but for Friendship's watchful eye. 
Had made thee victim to her jealous rage,— 

Barto. 

Oh ! I can doubt no more — 

A thousand recollections, busy elves. 

Are hurrying to my brain a thousand proofs 

That thou art he, my Prince, my lov'd Rogero 1 

There is a look too in that noble eye. 

Which wakens up my sleeping memory ; 

Yet thou art alter'd ! sadly, sadly changed ; ' 

Where is that youthfiil glow which lit thy cheekl * 
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The martial tread, the brillant look of joy- 
That mark'd thee at that hour. 

Alberto. 

Time writes not half so strong his characters, 
Inscribes not on that human scroll, the face, 
Such legible, deep lines, such curvitures. 
As sickly sorrow and corroding care. 

Barto [kneeling.'] 

Say, can'st thou ere foi^ve the cruel scorn 
This foul and biting tongue has heap'd upon thee, 
I knew thee not.— r 

Albert. 

There is a precious pleader in thine eye. 
Might wash away ten thousand deeper wrongs. 
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Barto [stiU tbith doubt.'] 

I saw thee dead, cover'd with ghastly wounds, — 
Yet doubt is madness — ^in that look I trace 
Bx^ero as he gaz'd in days long past ; 
Yet still I Wept upon thy cold, stiff corse. 
And paid those honours which become the dead ; 
I saw thee deep within the marble tomb, 
And visited thy form ^till nature shrunk 
At the sad change. 

'I 
Alberto. 

Thou wast deceived— a brave and loyal soldier 
Seeing my waving plumes and jewePd vest. 
Attracted danger from ih^ invading Moors, 
Chang'd his plain garb for mine, and instant fell> 
Paying his life a forfeit for his loyalty* — 
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Barto [with warmth.^ 

Thus let me kneel before high Heav'n and thee ; 
Thus render homage to my lawful Prince — 
Oh! thou hast suflFer'd much. — 

Alberto [raising him and embracing.'] 

I will not tell thee my long tale of woe ; 
Enough that it has worn away all trace 
Of what I was, in that I am — save for this scar. 
Thou ne'er hadst found Rogero in Alberto ; 
E^en old Vicentio, my late father's iriend. 
Who oft has borne me in his arms an infant^ 
Has caught no glimpse within these wasted features 
Of his once happy master : years have roll'd on 
In slavery and chains — ^the conquering Moors, 
Who left their standards floating o'er our isle. 
Bore me, with hundreds more, to hard captivity ; 
They also snatched witii wanton cruelty 

K 
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Vicentio's prattling cherub, young Cleone ; 
There is the master grief which wrings my soul — 

Barto. 
Know you that in&ot'^ &te 1 

Alberto. 

Some other time I'll tell thee all I $uffer'd. 

And all I owe to a fair Moslajoa loaid, 

The sifter of brave Haseem^-rejie cherjsh'd jQWXg 

Chomp 
Made hear iSm fav<^wr'4 &iend, the dear conapamoBi, 
And twn'd her bondage into golden hrnvsy 
Th^n with a love, jmre as what angak fed. 
The noble Zelma i^'d upon thy Mend^ 
But peeing that Cleone's heart aad swne 
Were knit together, «acrifie'd hersdif ; 
She brok^ owr »^tu»l chain of dav*ry* 
But bound ue by xmm eacred lies tAgether, 
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She sent us home, laden with gifts and gratitude, 
With letters to her brother, fraught with kindness, 
Bespeaking favor to her former captives. 
She knew me not as Prince — 

JBarto. 
Were you then married to the young Cleone T 

Alberto. 

Oh Barto ! all the woes of ten long years 
Were all condensed in one soul-madd'ning mo- 
ment, — 
The tempest came and rent our ship to pieces ; 
I saw her white arms buffeting the waves ; 
I heard her voice ride- on the dreadful hurricane, 
Shrieking, she eried^i " Oh Albert I husband \ save 

I have borne this, and yet my stubborn spirit 
Clings td thts^cky, and v*ill not join Cleone. 
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Barto \with deep thought.'] 

Ah wherefore didst thou wed Cleone's sister, 
If still her image live within thy heart! 

Alberto. 

If it live there ! how cold appears that doubt 
To one who has no thought save grief for her ; 
No wish, but for re-union after death, 
TVlth one so idolized, — 

Barto \reproachfully.'\ 

Hast thou no wishes for Astartes welfare 1 
Is not her peace — 

Alberto. 

Yes, Barto, yes — ^I had one single wish 
Which has undone thee — ^weak and erring wish ! 
Think what this bosom felt when poor Vicentio 
Related, as he thought, the strange sad tale 
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To one he deem'd a stranger — ^when he told 
'*0f how he lost his sweet and infant daughter^ 
"Tom from his arms by th' invading Moors ;" 
He knewnotthati pkc'd the seal upon her fate — 
But for her love to me, she still had liv'd, 
And might have found a way in safety home. 
Ah ! when he pleaded that his second child, 
The only blossom of his aged trunk, 
By some strange fancy filPd, had fix'd her heart, 
As women sometimes do, they know not where- 
fore. 
On him who 'lur'd her sister on to death, 
Can it be wonder that to save her life, 
That lost, sole blessing, left to cheer his age. 
The good old man, preceptor to my youth. 
The dhosen friend, the kinsman of my father. 
Who gave command, that to reward his loyalty. 
His son should choose his consort from his; house; 
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Say cantsi liioa iPi^onder vtrheif i saw bis^ ftngtsisb, 
BekeM his white Ibcks^ sweeping in the dtist, 
And his weak anni^ thrown! round my trembling 

knees^ 
J weakly yktlded^ for it sure waB^ weakness 
In taking poor Astarte to a breast 
Cold, desolate, and wretched ; but I deem*d 
Cleone's spirit would look down approval 
Upon a deed which sav'd a sister's life, 
A fether's misery. 

Barto \vnik great agitati(m.\ 

I charge thee h£de this tale frorai poor Astaite, 
Let her Dfot know ^t^m^pkf^ cold eompcMtm, 
Gave her a plaee wfthin tf hdnkrapt heart j 
Let ifot ibis beauteOQS Rode perceive the m^^ 
The blealt, sad honw, whiereon its root is ^huite<f^ 
Where k nmst peridi, 
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Surely her virtues must «w»ken fiseBing, — 
Time will tinfbld to fliee her sweet perfections ; 
Thou need'st must love her, and thou wilt be happy. 

AJbertQ. 
But whence will come the balsam for thy wound? 

Barto [with vehemence.'] 

For me, my heart is purified — she is my queen ; 
Forbid it Heav'n that I should dare retain 
One spark of latent or unhallowM love ; 
No — ^I will view her as some holy thing 
Plac'd on such high, such vast pre-eminence, 
. That it were sacrilege to dare to covet her — 
My Cowntry now shall be my only Mistress ; 
And I will serve her with no boyish passion ; 
I'll kindle straight a torch, now thou art here. 
Of sacred lib^y within our isle ; 
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Shall drive away these foul mvadiog Moors^ 
Scorch'dy maim'd, and howling to their native 

shores; 
Thy name, Rogero, shall like ray of lightnings 
Cause one vast blaze throughout thy Sicily, 
Shall cleanse it of this Eastern pestilence. 
These locusts, swarming from the Moslam land. 

Alberto. 

Barto, I shame me as I hear thy language : 
Plung'd in a selfish apathy of grief, 
Benumb'd by my Cleone's dying cries, 
I had forgot my duties as a sovereign. 
My feelings as a man — absorbed by one. 
One master passion, shadowing my soul. 
Reckless I view'd the standard of our enemies 
Float on the fertile shores of Sicily ; 
Unheeded I beheld the piteous plight. 
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Of my own brave but subjugated people. 
And in the lethargy of private sorrow, 
Deem'd it the highest privilege of sad mortality, 
To sink into the chambers of the grave. 

Barto. 
Redeem my Prince the moments thou hast wasted; 
Call forth those enei^es which sleep within thee ; 
Barto feels pride that he can aid his master ; 
His bosom glows with ardor to commence 
The glorious work delay'd ^till thy return. 
Of freeing Sicily and placing on the throne 
One formed by nature to command all hearts. 
The Consort of his King— the fair Astarte. 
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ScenSy the public way. 
Enter Cleane supported by the aged hermit Anselm. 

The Palace of Vicentio seen at a distance, with 
Groves and Mouniams. 

Cleone. 

Thy aged fonn totters beneath my we^ht, 
Yet must I tax thine arm's declining strength 
A little farther to support my steps. 

Anselm. 

Your colour leaves you lady — ^you are faint- 
Rest here a moment on this fallen tree, 
And gather strength to meet the coming hour. 
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Cleone. 

How faithfully does early memory write, 
Her deep engraven lines upon my heart! 
See good Anselmo— there's my childhood's home- 
Each well-known turret seems to have a tongue. 
That speaks to me of years and things gone by ; 
There is the citron grove where my Astarte 
With her young joyous sister, oh ! how chang'd, 
Danc'd many an infant revel of wild mirth. 
Or acted ancient tales of fairy lore. 
Whilst our fond father with delighted eyes 
Gaz'd on our gambols — ^let us now proceed — 

Anselm. 
Thou must be calm, dear lady, for thy frame 
Is feeble still— thy mind too must gain strength, 
Lest agitation work its final wreck. 
And its recovered tone be lost for ever. 
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Cleone. 

Oh ! thou art right — I'll chain up memory ; 
She must not strike upon my mind's weak chords 
Too rudely or confusion there will reign ; 
One thought alone must dwell upon its surface, 
The joy my presence will, like sun-shine, pour 
Into the bosom of my aged father. 

Anselm. 
Wilt thou proceed then, lady ! 

Cleone. 

/Tis thou must tell the tale of our first meeting, 
Sparing my soul a theme of such vast horror. 
Or chaos will return— tell him you found his child 
Wash'd by the raging waves in ocean cavern ; 
Say, how thou watch'd beside her senseless fonn. 
And faim'd the spark of life to feeble flame. 
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But that the spark of reason still lay latent ; 
Tell him, thy patient care of one who sat, 
And gaz'd upon thee with a thankless eye ; 
Of her who spake but one soul-thrilling word 
Through months and months of utter mental dark- 
ness; 
Tell him, that sound still rings within thine ears, 
Alberto — lost Alberto — 

Anselm. 
Is this the fruit of all my past instruction. 
This the submission to the will of Heaven 
Thy Kps have promised? — 

Cleone. 

Father, I bend to that Almighty wxU, — 
Albert has perished — in the deep he lies. 
Am I not calm and patient thus to speak 
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Of what Btill gnaws^ like vulture at my breast 1 
But thou must tell my Either all my woes, 
Speak of thy wonder when at length thou gain'd 
By snatches from my lips, scarce half reveaPd, 
For reason then but glimmer'd in my brain. 
The knowledge that thy sainted cell contained 
Vicentio's long lost child. — 

Anselm. 
All shall be told— I'll spare thy shrinking mind 
The sad recital — now then let us on, 
Each hour appears an age till I regain 
My calm sequestered cell, my tranquil home. 

[Exeunt. 
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Scene, Bartons Palace. 
A Hall ornamented with Statues and Vases. 

BartOy Lorenzo y and a number of Sicilian 
Noblemen. 

Barto [to Lorenzo.^ 

And are ye sure no false and prying Turk 
Hovers about these walls to mark our meeting, 
ConceaPd in Christian vesture, or in ambush. 

Lorenzo. 

All is secure — ^the doting love-sick Hassen 
Thou know'st has ordered that no Moorish step 
Intrude around the home of Barto's sister, 
His worshiped mistress — speak then, all is safe. 
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Enter Alberto [the Nobles seein surprised at his 
intrusion.^ 

Lorenzo [aside to Barto."] 
Wliy is Albert here? 

Barto. 
Alberto has espoused our glorious cause — 
I'll answer for his faith with my own life. 

Lorenzo [still aside.l^ 
Tis strange ! this sudden friendship bodes no good, 
Barto, I will not speak before yon Lord ; 
He is a stranger, and 'tis dangerous. 
The cause of Sicily and of her wrongs 
Can wake slight interest in a foreign heart ; 
It is unsafe, let us dissolve the meeting. 

Alberto. 
Lorenzo ! > Nobles ! Albert reads your ddubts, 
And owns them in such cause most just. 
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But search my face, peruse each glance^ each line, 
Afad mark if foul dishonor lurks in ambush. 
Then hear me swear upon this sword, this cross. 
That I will aid the struggles of this isle 
With all a native^s warmth, a soldier's valour, 
.And with my blood attempt its liberty. 

Several Nobles. 

'Tis nobly said — ^Albert is one of us. 
Barto proceed — ^why are we now convened? 

Barto. 

Sicilians! brothers! bear ye yet in mind 
Those glorious days, when each could strike his 

breast 
And proudly say, the blood which circles here 
Flows through a temple sacred to fair Freedom. 
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A Noble. 

Our hearts have never crouch'd before our foes *, 
They still beat high with love of liberty ; 
Why wilt thou goad us thus, fallen as we are 
With stings of bitter recollection ;. 
Tis hard enough to hear the galling yoke 
Without reverting to those happier days 
When Freedom shot her bright and glorious beams 
Throughout our Sicily. — 

Barto. 

Were all like me ye would not deign to bear ' 
Degenerate bondage, vile unmanly slavery ; 
Life is the only forfeit we can pay. 
Should we attempt and fail to tear asunder 
The fetters of our fair but prostrate land ; 
And what is life without this crest of honour. 
This diadem presented by the Deity, 



...Goo,e J 
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This stamp which marks our nature from the brute? 
Oh it is nought but a foul, stagnant pool, 
Fraught with a putrid, pestilential vapour ; 
life without Freedom is an idiot's toy, 
A paltry record of dull toilsome years. 
Which brutes might keep as well as lordly man. 
Had they but skill to make the daily entry 
Of how they ate, how sery'd, how slept, how 

wak'd. 
Obedient to their haughty inaster's will ; 
And shall such record in the rolls of time 
Be all posterity shall know of us? 
Shall, in after years, peruse our names. 
And this our motto in the blushing page. 
That we had breath^ begot a race of slaves. 
And died. — 

One of the Nobles. 
What wouldst thou have us do? — 
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Barto. 
Be men, and claim your earthly privilege, 
Or die like heroes grappling for your rights. 

Lorenzo. 
Think should we conquer, with what glow of soul. 
With what proud glance, and what colossal stride^ 
Shall we tread firmly on these beauteous fields. 
These fertile plains, our just inheritance. 
Where now we creep like reptiles, coward, vile. 
Insulted, scom'd by worshippers of Mahomet 

Barto. 
Grateful, forsooth, because these Moslams deign 
Permission to a race of free Sicilians, 
That they should toil upon their native shore. 

A Noble. 
'Tis easy Barto to achieve great deeds 
With wOTds of valour — sokUers of the tomgney 
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Thou know*st the blades of oar now rusted iwords 
Are growing to their scabbards with ifisuBe. 

Barto. 

Let's polish them on many a Moslam head 
'Till they are bright with valour. 

Another Noble. 

We want not courage to perform great enterprise. 
But, noble Barto, much we want the means ; 
Who is there, save thyself and young Lorenzo, 
To be the sinews of our warlike arm. 
Our spring of daring, and our star of promise, 
Th' inspiring genius of such vast adventure. 

Barto. 

Perchance, if ye possessed some warlike prince. 
Like to that Zelo, who once sav'd our coimtry, — 
Had he been liviiig or ^mdb one as he. 
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Perchance ye might have roused ye from dull 

lethargy 
And wrestled boldly 1 

One of the Nobles. 

Aye had we but a prince like lost Rogero 
Thou shouldst not urge us thus. 

More of the Nobles. 

Had but Rogero liv'd we'd stake our Uves 
Upon the desperate dye, or perish. — 

Barto. 
Enough — your spirit stirs — and ye deserve to 

share 
That glorious secret which now heaves my breast, 
Hear then Sicilians —Prince Rogero lives — 
The heir of noble Zelo is amongst you, 
He in whose veins flows great Hiero^s blood. 
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The true descendant of a race of kings, 
Rogero lives ! behold him, he is here. 

[Lorenzo and all the' Nobles shew the greatest 
astonishment as Barto points to Alberto. 

Lorenzo. 
Barto you rave ! — ^Alberto lost Rogero ! 

Nobles. 
He lost Rogero ! 

Barto. 

I swear to you (and Barto's oath is sacred,) 
This is our lawful prince, our lov'd Rogero. 

Nobles. 
Astonishment ! 

Barto. 
Now to the proof. — 
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HMsen enters ahruptly^ and advances into the midst 
of the assemhly. 

Hassen. 

Let me be witness.^— 

TTie greatest cqnfimon takes place, with exclama^ 

turns of^^We are hetrayedy^ ^^ Albert the 

traitor dies.*" 

Hassen prevents Lorenzo from stabbing Alberto, 
and Barto keeps in bay the other Nobles. 

Hassen [u^th irony.'] 
Would ye destroy your king? is this your loyalty I— 
You still may want him to command your troops— 
Do ye believe that Hasseii is grown idiot. 
Or that his eyes, blinded by woman's charms. 
See not when Faction rears its crested head. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE BRIDE OF SICILY. 89 

Rulers should have a keener extra sense, 
A faculty exceeding common men 
To scent out Treason as the hound scents blood ; 
Hassen, like hound, can scent but not destroy; 
Barto disperse thy friends in safety home, 
Lest Hassen's soldiers learn your daring enterprise, 
When Hassen's clemency could hardly save. 
Go quickly, noble lords, each to his home 
Lest it be nois'd abroad to sneering foes, 
That ye have conjur'd up Rogero's bones 
To act the part of King in your new play ; 
But 'twas a goodly plot — a well-form'd plot, 
A noble choice too for your puppet king; 
Ye could not, Lords, have pick'd a fitter man 
To ape the airs of majesty. Fear not, king Albert, 
Thou shalt have treatment worthy of a monarch, 
Saving this jesting, which I pray you pardon ; 

\He gives Albert a ring. 

N 
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Albert wear this — I give it as a pledge 
That Hassen pardons thee, and all thy court. 

Barto. 
This biting irony shall cost thee dear ; 
Sicilians rouze! — ^Hassen is unattended. 

Lorei^zo. 
Know he has sworn no Moslam foot, save his, 
Shall dare intrude on fair Ismene s privacy ; 
Let's pierce him to the heairt, and thus comm^ace 
The noble purpose we have dar'd to think on, 
ni shew the way 

[Lorenzo J and other Nobler, cuhemce to 9tah 

Hassen, hut Ismene rushes in cmd interposes 

between Hassen and their daggers* 

Ismene. 
Is this the way to purchase noble freedom, 
By wiwrder, butchery of an unarmed man? — 
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Back, back, Sicilians, sheaHi your coward blades. 
Sooner than witness such perfidious outrage, 
Ismene would implore for chains and dungeons 
To hinder her the sight of scenes like these ; 
If ye require, a feast of dying groans 
To glut the savage nature of your souls, 
Strike here, Sicilians ! plant your df^gers home. 
But save the merciful, the good, the brave ; — 
Brother, there's Christian blood within his veins. 
His mother, Barto, was Venetian bom. — 

Hassen. 

Belov'd Ismene ! Hassen will not owe 
To thy strong pleadings, dearly as they're priz'd, 
A life deem'd forfeit by these noble lords ; — 
Unarm'd he came amongst them-^woman's tongue, 
A weapon far more powerful than poniard. 
Must not dafeod him — ^no, let Hassen perish, 
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Because he trusted in his fellow men, 

And deem'd that Christians might be grateful 

E'en to a Musselman. — 

[BartOy Lorenzo y and the otJierSyput up 
their swords and look abashed. 

Hassen [to Lorenzo.^ 
Hot mettled boy ! fear not the wrath of Hassen, 
Tho' thou was foremost to extinguish hfe, 
That sacred lamp that none can Ught again, 
Save mighty AU — now disperse, ye lords. — 

[^Exeunt all the Nobles. 

Hassen \to Ismene.'] 

This is, to me a day of proudest triumph ; — 
Ismene's cheek is pale for Hassen's danger, 
And her loVd form still trembles with affright. ^ 
Retire a while, my loVd-one — lean on me, 
And soothe thy gentle spirit with the thought 
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That by one action thou hast far o'er paid 
The trifling debts contracted to thy lover. 

Ismene. 
Talk not of debts or triumphs at this hour. 
Did I not see their daggers at thy bosom, — 
Oh lead me hence. — 

[Exeunt Hassen and Ismene, 
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. Scene, the Palace of Vicentio. 
Vicentio and Astartey enter to them a Servant. 

Servant. , 

A lady veiFd gave to my hand this token, 
And bade me say, ^*a being from the tomb 
" Sent it as pledge." — 

Vicentio [matching the cross.'] 
Oh speak, Astarte ! is not this the cross 
Cleone wore when she was severed from me ? 
Yes, 'tis the same. — 

Astarte. 

See clos'd by secret spring is shrin'd 

Our mother's hair — I tremble as I gaze ; [Aside. 

A blight sits on my heart, a sad presentiment 
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Of coming evil seizes on my soul — he spake her 

name, 
Cleone's name, when sleep had seal'd up caution — 
" A being from the tomb," such was the message 

sent, 
Cleone's shade perchance — ^my father shield me, 
For some unearthly thing will stand birfore us. 
And with its cold and withering look 
Will curdle up my blood. 

Vicentio. 

Is this a time to suffer dastard fear 

To palsy thy young heart and its affections ; 

Cleone is restored, I feel it here. 

And joy will gild the remnant of my life, 

I fly to welcome her. 

[Exit Vicentio. 
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Asiarte \solus.'\ 

What means this icy chill within my veins, 
As if the bolt of death were on my heart ! 
Why do my eyes still search the empty air 
For filmy shape to scare my soul to madness? 
Can spirits walk this earth ? can they from mist 
Or moonlight beam, or quickly passing shadow. 
Array themselves and stand before the sense 
In shape most palpable — ^no, it can never be. 
The eye can only gaze on real form, 
On gross and certain substance— ^wherefore then 
Do all my gaping pores open at once 
With strong, unutterable, fix'd aflTright — 
Yet it were better she were nought but vapour 
Than hving and beloved by Albert — 
Should it be so ? — 
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Enter Vicentio, bearing Cleone in his arms, 
Astarte shrieks and run^ far from them. 

Vicentio . 

Astarte kneel with me and raise thine eyes 
In mute acknowledgments to gracious Heaven, 
For words are poor and senseless messengers; — 
^ The eye alone can dart refulgent rays 
Of praise and gratitude ! speak once again, 
Bless thine old father with a voice so loved. 

Cleone [who regards Astarte with astonishment.'] 

I miss a sister's welcome— can it be 
That my Astarte gazes thus at distance ; 
Come to my anns. — 

[As Cleone advances, Astarte shrieks 

and runs from her. 

» 

o 
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Astarte [wildly. ~\ 
Is she not painted air? oh come not nigh, 
I charge thee, move not closer to this form. 
For every fibre aches with so much agony, 
Each nerve is strung within me to such tension 
That I shall die if thou approach me nigher. 

Cleone. 
Alas ! my sister, wherefore art thou thus! 

Vicentio. 
Did not thy blanched cheek and straining eye 
Bear witness that foul superstition sits, 
Like deadly vampire, brooding o'er thy mind, 
Cleone well might weep to see thee thus, — 
Rouse thee ! Astarte ! 

Cleone. 
Sister gaze not so. 



There's madness or there's death within thine ejre, 
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Look on me well— peruse with care my face, 
What the soul wishes, my beloved Astarte, 
It will not slow believe — ^now thou art losing 
Shade after shade of thy unnatural terrors, 
And see conviction steals, like Angel bright, 
Over thy rigid features — ^now a tide of joy 

Springs from thy heart — my sister ! my beloved \ 

[They embrace. 
Astarte [trembling.'] 

And art thou she J art thou my long-lost sister? 
But thou hast suflTer'd much — Oh, thou art pale, 
And marks of sorrow are deep planted here. 

Cleone. 
There is an aged man will tell you all. 
For I grow faiut.— 

Vicentio. 
Dearest I lean on me, and thou shalt have repose, 
For agitation has worn down thy frame. 
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Ye shall not speak together 'till the hand 
Of balmy sleep has strengthened my Cleone. 

\JExeuvf Vicentio and Cleone. 

Astarte [afowc] 

• '^-.- J 

— ^My sister, my Cleone, is restored, — 
She I have moum'd for with unwearied love ; 
Why does my bosom beat, my pulses throb, 
As tho' my heart long'd to escape my bosom? 
All now within me seems in wild uproar, 
With something sure akin to deepest anguish ; 
How can this be ? I tremble to enquire — 
If this unnatural heart can have a pang,^ 
When all should be as fountain of dehght, 
I'll tear it piece-meal from my wretched breast ; 
I'd rather nourish there a loathsome serpent. 
Then such vile stuff would sin 'gainst laws of 
Nature. 
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-Yet he did speak her name^ 



Alberto, 'mid the watches pf the nighty 
Breath'd, as he sleeping lay, the word Cleone — 
— ^Well, what of that? Cleone is a name 
As common as Astarte — ^^'tis, perchance, his 

mother's. 
Or he may have a sister dear as mine. 
One who in childhood's hours has link'd her hand. 
Asleep or waging, ever in his own; 
I'll ask him, if — Oh Heaven! what cry is there? 
It is my father's. — 
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Scene, Vicentio in great agony, Attendant, 
enter to them Astarte. 

Astarte. 
Oh speak — tell me what causes this? 

Vicentio \to the Attendant."] 
Say thou art mad, and I will kneel a;nd bless you, 
But say not that the whole was wild delusion, 
A phantom sent to light an old man's brain 
To utter phrenzy. — 

Astarte. 

In pity tell me what has made him thus 1 

Attendant. 

Her look was most unearthly, as she vanish'd. 
It froze my blood— she fix'd her eyes upon me, 
They made me root-bound. 
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Astarte \with animation.'] 

Then I wte right — thou wilt believe me now, 
She was no 'habitant of earth, I felt it well. 
Nought but a pallid mockery, an empty vision. 

Vicentio \half distracted.] 

Where is my child, my living, lov'd Cleone ? — 
Oh give her back, or see my heart-strings break. 

Astarte [clinging to her Father.] 

I shudder d as I gaz'd, her presence chill'd me. 
For cold unwholesome dews she shed around her. 
She is dissolv'd again— melted to nothing. 

Vicentio [breaking front Astarte.] 

I'll find her, tho' I ransack Etna's bowels. 

Or plunge into the earths deep centre, 

Cleone ! oh Cleone ! 

[&it Vicentio. 
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Astarte. 
Where will this end ! inform me what thou saw'st? 

Attendant. 

I sat and watch'd beside the lady's couch 
Instructed by your father — ^first she feign'd sleep. 
When suddenly she fix'd her eye upon the picture. 

Astarte. 

— What dost thou mean? — 

.• 

Attendant. 

Lord Albert's portrait, lady, which thy hand 
So cunningly devis'd, with such rare skill 
That it resembles life. — 

Astarte. 
—Well, what of that! 
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Attendant 

Convulsive throbs quick heav'd her tremWing 

frame^ 
She shriek'd with madness, for some dreadful 

thought 
Rush'd through her brain— tianch'd was her 

cheek, 
At length she utter'd with a desperate smile, 
And with a voice, hoarse with suppressed emotion. 
Grasping «iy arm, "say instant, who is this T 
I answer'd straight, ^Uhat is Astarte's husband." 
''Yes," she replied, with slow and whispering 

sound, 
" I see it all — away, away, Cleone." 
* " Back to thy ocean bed," quickly she rose. 
And on the portrait riveted her eye. 
Which wildly glar'd; some new and horrid thought 

p 
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Pass'd,like the lightning's bolt, athwart her heart; 
She folded her large veil around her form, 
And fixing on me her full frantic gaze. 
She slow retir'd with backward, noiseless step. 
And vanished through your portal. 

Astarte. 
iTiinkst thou she was a spirit? sure 'tis plain. 

Attendant. 

As she pass'd through* 
She press'd her finger on her lip for silence ; 
Alas ! I had no power to move, to speak. 
So wildly beautiful her darjc eyes shone. 
So thin, so floating seem'd her melting form. 
As if dissolving into air before me ; 
Her lips mov'd not, yet still there came this sound. 
As from the place she spake of— ^twas '^ the grave. 
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"The grave, nought but the grave." — 
When my eye saw her not, I found my voice. 
And screamed with terror. 

[Exit Attendant. 

Astarte. 

Madness were bliss to such a thought as this, 
If she be spirit, she is come to chide me ; 
If living — worse y perhaps to tear him from me — 
Selfish Astarte ! when thy father weeps, 
And frantic seeks the vision of his child, 
I dread alone a private v^oe, a secret horror 
Connected with Alberto. 

[Exit. 
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8cen€y an unfrequented place surrounded with 
rocks and precipices. 

Enter Cleone in a state of distraction. 

Cleone. 

Is there no mountain-cave, no deep recess, 

No rugged inlet fenc d about with rocks, 

A living sepulchre produced by Nature 

Where I could creep and hide me from the day ; 

Oh for some lion's den, some tyger's lair 

To shelter me from yon insulting sun, 

Who dares to shed his bright beams on my woe 

— ^Darkness best suits the anguish of this soul. 
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WMcli sickening turns away from light, from life- 
Is there no covert nigh where this bruis'd heart, 
like wounded snake, might coil itself in darkness. 
And wreath itself in throes of bitterest agony. 
Apart, alone, from every haunt of man — 
— Oh should they trace me here and drag me forth ! 
Should they essay to staunch these bleeding 

wounds, 
And force a loath'd existence on a wretch, 
Gnaw'd, tortur'd by the demon black Despair ! 
Should they do this, madness might nerve my 

hand. 
Might goad my outrag'd but unconscious spirit 
To murder, horror ! e'en my own lov'd father, 
But this [taking out a dagger] that might be in- 
strument of deed so foul. 
This which I snatch'd from that dear father's home. 
Shall end these agonies— I shall escape from all. 
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like yonder rock, I ehallbe free from pain, 
Free from these piercing pangs, tbese soul's con- 

tulsions, 
And even hey tho' he should gaze upon me, 
Would cause no wild emotion, no quick pulse 
In my cold senseless form— oh for the calm of death, 
Tho bless'd oblivion from all scenes of earth — 
— ^ure I but Axedim— forgotten by Alberto ! 
He I have moum'd for, e'en in madness moum'd. 
Yet mourn for more now that J find him living, — 
A few short months by me in frenzy past. 
Because his fancy'd death crushed down my mind, 

Finds him the joyous bridegroom of 

Who dare assert that Love's a holy thing; 

That Faith and Truth e'er dwelt on this base earth 

— ^Wed to my sister ! — ^yes I'll speak it out. 

For it gives strength to coward, shrinking Nature 

— Farewell Alberto— quick for sure some step.-~ 
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Enter Hassen^ who forces the dagger from her 

handy as she is in the act of destroying 

herself. 

Hassen. 
Hold, lovely maniac, hold ! . 
What Power thus tempts thee to deface a form 
So wondrous fair — Ali that fonn has lent 
As human clothing for an immortal spirit ; 
Wouldst thou destroy his work? forgive this vio- 
lence, • 
I must prevent so foul a sacrilege — 
Lady, \vhy wouldst thou die? 

Cleone. 
Stranger, if thou wouldst hope for blessings here, 
And joys hereafter — give back that dagger. 

Hassen. 
No, by my hopes of Paradise. 
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CUone. 

What right hast thou to phinder one bereft 
Of all, save what that poniard offers. 

Hassen. 

Look up, thou sweet blasphemer, to yon sky. 
And tell me if ten thousand winged Hopes 
Dwell not within its vaulted canopy ? 
Is there a cloud but pillow'd on it sits, 
Some cherub form pointing with finger upwards 
To worids beyond the ken of mortal eye? 

Cleone. 
I see them not — ^nought, nought, but black despair. 

Hassen. 

Thou sayest right, a fiend of darkest hue 
Has spread his murky wings before thy sight, 
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Obscuring all within creation's range, 
Eclipsing sun, and stars, and hopes, and joys ; 
That fiend is known by name of Suicide, 
The deadliest foe of man. — 

Cleone. 

Oh vex me not with words, they gall, they chafe — 
Pursue thy way — I am so sick of soul, 
I cannot Usten tho' an angel speak — 
Leave me, I charge thee, leave me. 

Hdssen [impressively.'] 
Lady, who gave you life I 

Cleone. 

One who presented me a fearful thing, 
Made up of scorpion stings and deadly poisons. 

Q 
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Hassen. 

Is there no scorpion*s tooth fteyonrf the grave? . 
Do poisons shed their baneful jxiices here, 
And leave no portion for another world ? 
— Believe me, lady, there are deeper throes, 
Pangs more intense, more piercing to the soul, 
Than e'eci the tooth of fell Ingratkude; 
For him who with resantfiil, demon ire. 
Dares to destroy his. Maker's sacred giift^ 
His first best gift, the sacred lamp of life ^ 
His passport and his seal to immortality. 

Chmte. 
Art thou a worshipper of Mahomet? 
I tremble as I hear you. — 

Hassen. 

Thou must do DMre— implore thine outrag'dMaker,. 
To wipe this rerord of thy g^ilt away, 
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Think what an awful gulph thou wouldst have 

leapt 
Infatuate down, had not this hand restrain'd thee ! 
Think how thy frighted soul would now have stood 
Upon the confines of an unknown world, 
Without the aid of one commission'd angel 
To guide thee 'midst the trackless fields of space, 
And usher thee to Heav'n's insulted throne ! — 
But unexpected, unannounced, alone. 
No second Suicide for thy escape 
To hide thee firom the presence of great Ali, 
Lost thou hadst stood — 'whelm'd, ever, ever lost. 

Ckone. 

Thy words have pierc'd my heart — Oh mercy, 

Heav'n ! 
Teojch me to bear, teach me drag about 
This cumbrous load of woe which presses here, 
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Let me endure the anguish of my soul, 
'Till its corroding power has worn my form 
That it becomes a living, moving spectacle; 
A thing heart-rending, piteous to the sight, 
So sad that Mercy* % hand would seek to slay me ; 
Let all life's fibres perish one by one. 
Whilst patiently I feel their slow decay, 
My sole employment 'midst my vast despair, 
jBiit %ave me from self-murder — now leave me 
Moor. 

Hdssen. 

What, 'midst this desolation ! — leave thee here 
With tempting demons urging thee to crime. 
And wounds within, bleeding, unstanch'd, and 

fearful! 
Think'st thou that Hassen coldly could depart. 
When woman wants a shelter from despair? 
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Cleone. 
Oh, art thou Hassen, Zelma's noble brother \ 

Hassen. 
What knowest thou of Zelma ? lady speak, 
Who art thou 1— 

Cleone. 
One that thy sister loves and has befriended — 
Behold this scroll her parting kindness gave ; 
She placed it next my heart, but much I fear 
The waters have effac'd her much-lov'd name. 
Those briny waves in which so long I stru^l'd, 
— But no, her character 
lives still uninjur'd ; matchless, noble Zelma ! 

Hassen [reads.] 
" Hassen, thy sister knows thy generous nature, 
" Therefore she trusts thee with the weal or woe 
*' Of one thou calPst thy foe, and thinkest dead. 
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" Hassen^ JR^gero, once the Prince of Sicily, 
" Has carried chains, has liv'd our father's slave, 
" And all unknown has work'd Uke abject menial •, 
" I broke his bondage, gave him liberty, 
" Nor will I blush to own thy sister lov'd him, 
" Since I preferred his happiness to mine ; — 
" She whom Rogero loves, will give thee this, 
" And tell thee how a Christian prince has vnrought, 
" Patient and sad the coarse and common soil 
^* Within thy Zelma's garden, years on years 
" Bearing the name of Albert. ^^ — 

Hdssen. 

Merciful Ah ! — can this tale be true 1 

[He reads en. 
" Hassen, I trust Rogero's fate to thee — 

" — ^Yet one thing more, I have abjur'd tty creed, 

** For thEt of her who gave us first our being, 

'^ I am a Christian----and I charge thee, Hassen, 
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" Tear from thine eya^tltosefihm fliat thus obsetxre 
" The glorious light beamrag ftom ChrisfiiEtn faflih; 
" Leave all those monstrous errors which enthral 

thee, 
" Those superstitious /raiicfo, those blasphemies, 
" Thou in thy blindness dost believe were given 
'* By God to Mahomet ; 'tis deltmon all, 
^^ See with thy sister's eyes, and be a Christian.^^ 

Ckeme {Jumtin^J^ 
Hassen, thy arm — my brain seems all on fire. 
Yet freezing coldness withers up my heart, — 
What shadows flit before my closing eyes, 
Strange and uncouth ? 

Lady, lean on me, Fll bear thee straight 

To one whose gentfe hand will stanch thy wounds. 

And soothe tfty outraged spirit ; 
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Ismene will> for Hassen's sake, protect 
Thy youth and loveliness. — 

Cleone [in affright.'] 

Ismene must not know of Albert -s love 
For the forsaken wretch who claims thy pity — 
I need concealment, and I've often heard 
That woman will not pity woman^s woe^ 
Unless she's hriVd with fullest confidence, — 
I must not, dare noty tell my secret grief. 
For if it finds a tongue 'twill murder peace 
In other hearts save mine — ^yet I am faint. — 

Hassen. 
Lady, I pledge myself that thou dost wrong 
To woman's charity — Ismene's eye 
Will rest upon thee, like the moon-light's beam. 
Placid, unsearching, free from prj/ing gaze, — 
If thou hast secrets, use them as thou wilt. 
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Preserve or give them, they shall be thy own, — 
But on vnth me. — 

Cleane [hediatingJ] 

Will not some female doubt distract her thought. 
That v^here dv^ells myHery there must be crime. 

When Heav'n forgets to write on those it loves 
The sacred stamp of purest innocence, 
She ynM have doubts of thee — ^but when she reads. 
That look which sin could never counterfeit, 
She needs no other voucher — ^lady, lean on me. 

[JgJsreuni. 
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ScenCy Vicentio^s Palace. 
Alberto enters to Astarte who sits dejected. 

Alberto [with kindness.^ 

What blighting wind, foe to the rose of beauty. 
Has swept its rude blast o'er Astarte's cheek, 
And rifl'd half its sweetness. 

Astarte [co/rfZy.] 

My cheek, my lord, is a capricious flower. 
Changing its hue with every passing breeze, — 
Regard it not. — 

Alberto. 

Something has blanch'd it more than sporting 

winds 
Since last we parted, and within thine eye 
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"There is a wandering fire, restless and sad ; 
And now I look again, traces of tears 
— Lady, I fear there's anger in those orbs, 
'Gainst one who lacks the skill to breathe soft tales 
Of Love's fond blandishment — Beauty's ear, 
They say, is thirsty when the tide of praise 
Flows not abundant — ^thine must sure be faint. 
For scarce a little rill of silver words 
Murmurs to thee, whose charms might claim a 
torrent, 

Astarte. 

Albert, the honied speech, the studied phrase, 
Wanting the souPs accordance is offence; 
'Tis in the eye, the mirror of the heart, 
Astarte would peruse the dear reflection 
Of sweet approval and confiding truth, 
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Alberto {c(mJ)A8ed.'\ 

There is no eye but must reflect thy worth. — 

* 

Astarte [interrupting khn.'] 

I look but into one, and that, methinks, 
Is like a troubled fountain where my image 
Is broken, mingled with a circling host 
Of envious recollections — ^see they come again. 

Alberto. 

Why dost thou search me with that anxious gaze ? 
There is some fearful working in thy spirit, 
like coming earthquake; calm thee, sweet Astarte, 
Say, wilt thou walk? 

AMarte [aside.'] 
A goading desperation drives me on,~- 
ril know the worst^ tho' madikess follow it. 
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Thou art not well, or in that heaving breast 
Some new-bom mischief sheds its baneful poison, 
Some seed of evil. — 

Astarte [regarding him closely J] 

Hear me, Alberto, I am sick of soul. 

The fell disease lies in one little toord, 

A word, alas I which may have power on thee 

like magic sound — ^and yet it is a word 

Music would choose to bear its. softest tones^ 

A word that Poetry would use. — 

Alberto [tenderly.'] 

What dost thou mean ? thy malady a word ! 
A word which may aflfect thy Albert too- 
Well ^peak it forth, he n content to bear 
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Aught of disease afflicting to Astarte ; 
Pronounce the spell and let me share thy grief. 

Astarte [with emphcisis.'] 
Thou hast commanded me-^it is Cleone ! 

Alberto [starting.'\ . 
Ha! 

Astarte [bitterly. 1 

See how it works ! — thrills thy whole being, 
Jars on each sense, and gives convulsive throes 
Throughout thy frame — ^yet 'tis a lovely word. 
And lovely things have borne it on this earth. 

Alberto [struggling for composure^] 
'Twas but a passing pang, 



And now 'tis gone — I prithee heed it not, 
I am by Nature prone to sudden phantasies,, 
A thing whose nerves vibrate at; every touch. 
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Like the wild harp on whom the winds of Heav'n 
Awake strange sounds, play'd on by idle thoughts 
That come at will, yet like that harp, my mind. 
Loses as quickly each discordant tone. . 

Astarte [wildly.'] 

To me that word is fraught with woe, with death, 
To thee Alberto with seraphic joy — Cleone lives! 

Alberto [with anger and great agitation.^ 
Oh canst thou play so low, so base a part. 



As seek to wring by artifice my secret"? 

To tear it forth by fraud, by plot, by cunning. 

Amidst th' unguarded moments of surprise "? 

Well, be it so — that secret be thy curse ^ 

Since thou wilt pluck it from my inmost heart — 

— I lov'd, I worshiped her — ador'd Cleone ! 

Still, still, thou art in death my bosom's idol. — 
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Astarte [with desperate firmness.] 
Albert! Cleone yet shall live thy idol. 

Alberto [much irritated.] 

Again that name*-^h taunt most vile, unworthy, 

It rouzes my indignant blood to hear thee, 

Astarte^ mark me — I will parley plainly, — 

If by some strange mischance thou hast found out 

That secret, pity for thyself has kept ; 

If thou bast learnt whose image dwelleth here^ 

And thus could wanton sport with agony. 

Thy nature is as separate from mine 

As yon blue sky is from the earth's deep centre ; 

And I would rather live in Turkish bondage 

Agaijb put on the fetters I have worn. 

Than liv^ with one who could inflict fresh torture^ 

And mock a grief so deep, so fresh as mine. 
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To one who with the face of seeming angel 
Carries a cruel, a malignant heart. 

Astarte [wildly.'] 

The thunder follows the keen lightning's flash, 
But !tis not that which kills — ^the shaft is sped, — 
Words roll in anger roimd my hapless form. 
But 'tis not they have blasted this sad heart ; 
Rail on Alberto, for it suits my woe. — 

Alberto [compasrionately.'] 

I cannot bear that wildness in thine eye, — 

Why wilt thou urge a galled spirit thus I 

Why didst thou mock me with such maddening 

words! 
They were not worthy of a heart like thine ; 
Say they were coin'd by random, spoke by chance. 
And I will sue to thee for thy forgiveness, 

s 
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I have been harsh to thee and sore displeased,—^ 
Sweetest Astarte ! play this jest no more, 
And oh ! forget the rudeness of my speech, 
All that my tongue has utter'd ; think Astarte, 
How passion overcharges when it raves. 
And that this heart, tho' wounded, still can feel 
Softest compassion, and affection pure. 
For one who suffers pang so exquisite. 
As what now throbs within thee — let me charm 
it hence. 

Astarte [avoiding him as he wishes to emhrace Aer.] 

Oh touch me not — ^I rally all my strength 
To place the seal myself npon my fate, 
Strengthen my purpose then v^th tones of anger, — 
Chide as thou didst awhile, 'twill give me power. 
To swear to thee with all a seraph's truth 
That she, my sister, thy Cleone lives. 
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Alberto [with joy.'] 

It cannot be delusion — ^say once more, 

Soimds that appear like tones of chaunting spirits, 

Bidding me hope for joys of paradise. 

Cleone lives ! my wife ! my worship'd one ! 

Can it be so \ Astarte speak again, — 

But no *tis all delirium — she has perish'd. 

Astarte [withfaintness.] 

Wilt thou not trust my oath — ^by earth, by heaven, 
1 swear to thee Cleone perish'd not. 
These eyes have gaz'd upon her living form. 
These arms have folded her in close embrace 
Within this day of wonders. 

Alberto [withfervor.] 
I thank thee Heaven — ^but thou art deadly, pale. 
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Astarte. 

Waste not on me a thought — seek thy Cleone, 
Who hearing of our late ill-fated marriage^ 
Has wildly fled. 

Alherto. 

Ye powers of mercy save her — shield her, guard 

her. 
Despair perchance has done its fearful work, — 
She (leem'd me faithless and I've murder'd her, — 
What demon rules my destiny ! and thou too, fair 

one. 
What shall I say to thee? 

Astarte. 

Wouldst thou waste moments when Cleone's life. 
Perchance, is balanc'd on one i^>eck of time. 
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Alberto. 



Oh matchless greatness^ I could worship thee,— 
Dear wrong'd Astarte ! 

Astarte. 

I charge thee, Albert, fly to save my sister. 
Or I shall have her death upon my soul — 
riy straight to Hassen, let hitn scour the islands- 
Cause Barto to assist thee in thy search, 
Call out Lorenzo, send thy servants forth, 
And snatch her from destruction. 

Alberto [striking his forehead.^ 

I stand as one struck by some sudden spell, 
Root-bound and lost in wonder — can it be I 
Or is delusion brooding o'er my brain ! 
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Astarte. 

What shall I say to thee, shall prove my truth, ^ 
Behold this token, 'tis Cleone's cross. 

Alberto [gazing an t^, and an her.'] 

I fly to save her — ^but thy look of woe 

Arrests my steps, what shall I say to comfort thee. 

Bless ihee, Astarte. 

[ExitAlberto. 

Astarte \wildly ] 

One chord of life snapt now within my bosom, 
The rest will soon be broken— how desolate 
Looks now the world — ^like shipwreck'd mariner 
Upon the pinnacle of some lone rock, 
I gaze with wild despair upon the floods. 
The mighty waters which surround my soul, 
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Closing it out from every future hope— 
— ^Wretched I am — ^yet still I know, I feel, 
I have not reach'd my ftdl extent of woe ; 
The bitter consciousness sits on my heart. 
That when the numbness from this sudden blow 
Passes away, I shall have keener pangs, 
A more awaken'd sense of utter misery, 
Grief more intense and absolute— oh this horrid 

calm. 
This cold, cold palsy which now binds me up ! 
When that is past, a fearfiil struggle woe will make 

with life 
And all will then be o'er. 

[Exit Astarte. 
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Scene, a chamber. 
Enter Irnnene to Astarte. 

Ismene. 
^Ah! thou know'st it all- 



How shall I speak to thee ! how comfort thee ? 

Astarte [distractedly.'] 

Contort! that is a thing for childish griefs. 
An engine to extract a rose's thorn ; 
Dost thou not see a shaft lies in my heart. 
Deep as its centre? — ^touch it not, I chaige thee, 
It will but agonize — it cannot heal, 

Ismene. 
Oh say not so— Tiim is a sure physician. 
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Astarte. 

He shall not touch me with his clumsy hand ; 
Think'st thou FU suffer Time to eke out liife, 
To be-^oh what? the mistress of Alberto ; — 
Nay, not so fond a name, for me he loves not ; 
Would'st thou persuade me to drag out long years, 
That I might sue and kneel for one poop smile. 
Whilst she; his toife, encircled in his arms. 
Might softly chide him for such pitying boon? 
— ^Think'st thou I'll live to see the eye of scorn 
Wink as I pass — ^to hear the vulgar jest, 
Or Pity's voice more galling to the soul. 
Seeking with blandishments to soothe my shame f 

Ismjene. 
The dew of Heaven is not more pure t&an ttkML 

T 
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Astarie. 

I shall be thougjbt so in another world. 
But here — ^this is no place for lost Astarte. 

Ismene. 

How calm thou speakest of another world ; 
With what a shew of more than human coldness. 
Thou seemest to endure this earthquake's shock 
Which would have crumbled me in dust 

Alas ! Ismene this is feign'd composure, 
The mantle, noble Pride, has thrown around me. 
Like Roman Matron I would wish to hide 
The foul convulsions pulling at my heart ; 
Mjrbjraiii too faM^trange feelings. Hark,hedpedLs! 
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Ismene. 

How sadly pale, my cousin, turns thy cheek. * 

Astarte [wildlff.^ 
Heard*st thou not thatt — 



— ^There is no sound. — 

Astarte {distractedly.^ 

How dull Ismene are thy senses grown, 
Or dost thou wish to hide with fond deceit 
Partof my wretchedness ? There ! he speaks again ! 
My ear can catch each tone of voice so dear ; 
Hark ! now he pleads again to his Cleone — 
He sues for pardon — ^tells h^r "This sad marriage 
" Was done to save the poor Astarte's Kfe ; 
" He feared to make the old man fatherless,^' 
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— Ismene ! now he holds her in his arms. 
Those anns Ineer shall enter more. 

Ismene [aside.'] 

How wild she grows ! she must have speedy help ; 
Yet what can medicine a woe like hers. 

Astarte [listening.'] 

He calls her wife ! where shall I fly to hide met 
Cleone will reproach me with her eye, 
For having lur'd away her husband's faith — 
—I will not brook a single angry glance, 
A single flash of triumph — ^let me go — 
I will not see him fold her to his heart. 

[Astarte tries to d^art. 

Ismene. 
Sweetest Astarte ! Albert is not here. 
And for Cleone, she perhaps haMperuik% 
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Astarte [still more vnUtty.'] 

What! would'st thou tell me I have nrnrder^d heft 
That hearing of this most accursed marriage^ 
She deem'd him false, inconstant to his vow! 
Oh! has shfe thrown herself in madness down 
Some rock's unpitying side ? — or does she float 
A livid corse upon the restless waters \ — 
If she has perish'd, / am Albert' s wife — 
Wretched Astarte ! — ^then I vmh her dead — 
She my twin sister, that beloved one, 
Fve moum'd for with such constancy. — 

— Love has chang'd my heart ; 

Tum'd all my nature into crime and foulness ; 
I am a monster, a vile fiend of darkness, 
A female Cain, whose will would immolate 
A sister at the shrine of impious love. 
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Ismene. 

Wrong not thyself, my sweet, my generous cousin, 
Alas! my ifrords are vain-*6he hears me not 

Astarte {screaming.'] 

See, she is here— cold from the Vhelmingwaters,— 
She comes to tell me we must float together^ 
That briny waves will quench our mutual passion. 
And Albert will be then by hath forgotten — 
— I come, I come — Cleone ! see I follow thee* 

IsifMvie. 

She must be closely guarded — ^this. Oh Love ! 
Is some of thy wild pastime. 

\Exit Astarte as iffoUowing the shade of 
Cleone, IsmeneJbUows her. 
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Enter Alberto toko is in search of Ckone. 

Barto meets him and arrests his steps with looks 
ofjoy. 

Barto. 
I have great news will glad my honoured Prince. 

Alberto \trying topass^ 
Stay me not now, good Barto, I beseech thee. 

Barto. 

Hassen has join'd our cause — ^has cast aside 
The crescent and the turban for the cross '; 
The Christian standard floats again in trium|di 
On these fair shores* 
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Alberto {haaxty.'] 

Another time and I will patient hear thee, 
But now. — 

Barto. 

Another time ! 

I>oe8 Barto clearly comprehend his priocie t 

Alberto. 

I cannot stay to soothe thine eye^s displeasure. 
Which questions nrine- wfth such reproachful 

glances — 
— ^BartOy thou know*st not what is passing here, 
She may he lost whilst thus thou stay'st me. 

Barto [staying Am.] 

^^tarte lostl. does danger threaten her I 
I am her kinsman — I have holy rights 
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To aid thy purpose ; I beseech thee, by our early 

fidth. 
Let me have leave to join my arm to thine ; — 
Let Barto shed his blood to save Astarte. 

Alberto. 
One word shall tell thee all,— 



Cleone lives and is in Sicily — 
Help me to fold her in these arms once more ; — 
Let not a crevice 'scape thy searching eye ; — 
Send forth thy servants, waken all their zeal. 
And bring my wife in safety to my heart. 

Barto {still dtetaming htm.} 
My Prince is mad— ye gracious Powers assist ym I 
Incessant grief has fir'd his brain to phrenzy — 
— ^Alas, my master, tax my loyal zeal. 
Bid me do any thing that mortal may 
Were it begirt about with ten-fold danger, 

V 
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I would achieve or perisli— but to search the deep, 
Plunge hundred fathom down 'midst world of 

waters, 
Grope my dtfrk way through caves and rocks ^f 

ocean, 
To bring to thy appalled eye a corse! 
Oh monstrous thought ! thou know'st months have 



The circling year has more than ran its course 
Since she gave up her spirit 'midst the waves. 

Albert [passionatelf/.'] 

Release my wm^-^pnii«T, thy k|]^ omnmands, 
Stand ibatek-^hou^sfaalt not hold me,~- 

B(trto[Jirmli/.^ 

It would be treaicob to dbby my king, 
For wh^ Im ^tA is iscmim to hiBUself^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE BAI1>E OF SICILY, 147 

True loyalty should be its Sovereign's guard 
Against his inward foe — Be calm Rogero ; 
Lash forth these sickly and unwholesome thoughts; 
Treat them as reptiles whose foul slime would 

breed 
Ten thousand imp-like torturing phantasies, 
Turning the healthful region of the mind 
Into a pest-house, loathsome and unclean ; 
Myfriend ! my master ! scoui^e such thoughts away. 
Madness but seldom fixes in the brainy 
Without a host of FoUies as precursors, 
Were these but whipt away, with vigorous ban^i 
Seldom would Beafion totter on her thrcme ; 
—Reflect with coolness—tax calm recollection. 
Thou wast a witness to Cleone's deathr-nsaw her 

ei^lph'd,^ 
Jinather now has claim upon thy love, 
It is thy duty^ Prince.— r 
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Alberto [with encreased anger.'] 
Barto, I charge thee, wake not up my wrath ; 
Why wilt thou ui^e me thus I Cleone lives, 
She, Hke myself, has 'scap'd the roaring billows. 
But death may seize her as I loiter here, — 
Away, detain me not. 

[Alberto breaks from Barto. 

Barto. 

Do I still live ? Is this an arm of flesh ? 
And does warm blood within it circulate ? 
Perchance I dream so strong, so palpable. 
That my pain'd spirit deems this vision true. — 
-^Astarte ! she the sun i^tood still to gaze on, 
Is she cast off hke worn-out vestment? scom'd, 
Stain'd with dishonour, blotted o*er with shame ? 
— ^Must she be scare-crow for the maids of Sidly, 
To wink and mouth at ; shall a thing so pure 
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Be tJirown aside, hurrd from the nuptial couch, 
(From which she had the right to momit the throne) 
With blasted fame, and spirit bow'd to earth — 
No, it shall never 6e— I'll seek this witch, Cleone, 
If it be true she lives— I'll guard her close, 
Where she shall never meet Rogero*s eye, 
And cause this ruin to Astarte's peace ; 
I will not slay her, but her days shall pass 
Immur'd so close, so shut from human gaze. 
That death shall be her only hope for freedom — 
— ^What sight of horror freezes up my blood? — 
Astarte pale, dishevePd, gazing on vacancy. 

Enter Astarte [mady who imagines she pursues her 
sister^s shade, Ismene following.'] 

Astarte. 

My feet grow weary, pile and angry shades — 
No longer they permit me to obey thee '; 
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Yek still tbat angry frown is on thy brow, 
Alas ! I knew not that he was thy husbaikl,-^ 
See l£iy Astarte humbly kneels before thee, 
And asks but for an honourable grave. 

Barto \with extreme pity."] 
What ! is it come to this \ 
I could, methinks, tear the wide world in twain, 
And stamp it piece-meal underneath my feet ; 
How much of ire now boils within my blood 
At sight so piteous. — 

Astarte \to Barto.^ 
Let them not mock my memory when I'm gone 
With foul-mouth'd jests,defend myfame,dearBarto. 

Barto \to IsmeneJ] 
This^is a sight which harrow9 ixp my soul 
— Again she speaks. 
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Astarte. 
Ismene, place thine hand before my sight, 
Shut out this ruthful, unfoi^ving sister, 
What would she have ? I have relinquish'd all, 
Yes, still she beckons me — 

Barto thou once wast kind. 
Prithee, my gentle kinsman, come more near, 
Assist my vague and wnndering memory ; 
Was I not married^ Barto, yesterday? 

Ismene. 
Alas, in pity hear hef! 

Astarte. 
Thou dost not answer me. 

Matte. 
Yes, lovely Lady^ iheu wa$t duly married. 
And thou shait;ha4J^:^at B^erpsr^ira^ 
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Or Barto's blood shall wash away thy shame. 

[To Ismene. 
— ^A ray of light is darting through my mind, — 
Was not a Lady placed within thy care 
By noble Hassent — ^yes, I see it aU, — 
Ismene lead her home and guard her well. 
This arm shall right her cause or wither* 

Ismene. 

What words are these — ^the power of darkness 

glares 
Within thine eye — ^tibpu woidd'st not killCieouet 

[Exit Barto. 

Ismene [looking after Am.] 

He hears me not — dull is each sense, save one. 
And that is fumish'd by the evil one, — 
Oh should he dare— I cannot leave Astarte, 
Yet must I haste to sftve Cleone's life. 
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[Hurrying Astarte.'] 
On, on, Astarte — ^thou must on with me, 
Nay, no resistance— ^tis no common task. 
We must perform — on, on.^ — 

jAstarte [meekly J] 

Yes, I am ready^— chide me not, I pray thee/— 
Lead to my just abasement, public shame, — 
Penance upon my knees in face of Sicily, 
For having dftr'd to love my sister's husband. 

[Exeunt. 
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Scene, the entrance ofBartds Palace. 

Bario pn extreme agitation."] 

Again the thirst of blood fevers my soul, — 
Again the furies wake their horrid din, 
And prompt me on to do a deed of vengeance, — 
Has not shed a mildew on her youth? 
Has he not blotted her fair virgin honour, 
And publicly declared his former marriage ? 
Nothing but death can expiate such crime. 
Had he a thousand lives they all were forfeit 
— What matters it to her, poor blighted rose. 
Whether he wished or sought to wither her, 
Enough, he Aos achieved it — Ite shall die, — 
Rogero shall by Barto's strong arm perish, — 
ni strike him home,no half- wrought feeble purpose 
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Shall mock that justice which demands his blood, — 

What tho' he be my prince, my earliest friend. 

What tho' he sav'd me from the murderous knife, 

He is the foe of her y so dear to Barto, 

Thatfriend or Prince weighs light against herfame, 

Yes, he shall die. — 

' [Exit Barto. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



166 TBM BRIDE OF (NCILT. 



Scene, an apartinent in Bartons Palace. 

, Vkmfh tmbrocing Qeom^ Hassen regarding 

thenu 

Vicentio. 

Oh what delight to clasp thee once again 
In safety here. 

Cleone. 

But for brave Hassen, thou hadst lost thy child. 
When mad despair urg'd her impetuous on 
To rid herself by one ensanguin'd blow, 
Of that fell load which press'd upon her soul ; 
Thou hast relieved my heart, my dearest Father, 
'Twas generous pity, not inconstant love, 
Which urg'd Alberto on to wed Astarte, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE BRIDE OF MCILY f 6t 

Repeat again the life-prolonging words 

Thy tongue has titter'd — ^tell me of thy prayers. 

Thy pleadings and thy fond paternal eloquence 

To gain his slow consent to wed my sister ; 

Speak of her faded cheek, her sunken eye. 

And how compassion for a father's fears, 

Wrought on his nature, spite of constant faith. 

Of unabated love for poor Cleone ; 

Such words, indeed, are balm unto my wounds. 

Are potent cordials to my sinking spirit 

Viceniio. 
If it will draw the thorn from forth thy breast, 
I'll tell thee that I knelt, heseecKdy and wqpt,^^-^ 
That sh6 was like a snow-drop on its stalk, . 
As pale, as fti^le-^tluit she soon had perish'd. 
But that thy father saw her soul's disease. 
And us'd a fttber^s ntinost skill to save her. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



r ■ 



}9B THE BRIPE OF 61CILT; 

Cleone. 
But who shall now bind up her bosom's griefs? 
I tremble as I contemplate the blow, 
The mortal shaft that's winging its dread way 
To her unconscious and fiill-trusting heart ; 
What can be done to sfive her \ to avert 
Or glance aside the thunder-bolt of destiny? 

Hasten. . 

'Tis in such hours as these, to turn the eye 
Towards the fount of all created things, 
To Him who can with more than lightning speed. 
Transmute the keenest anguish to pure joy, 
Or teach the heart the y ir|;ue of Endurance , 
The hardest lesson man has power, to learn ; . 
I^on this -earth the cup of joy is poison'd, , . 
Let us straight fill it from a purer soui^e, . 
From that full fountain, sparkling with freshJiopes, 
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Which God ha& placU within the? neach ofdU^ ; 
Who will but strive to gain its h^ealing waters, 
Fraught with itnihortal life, unfediiigbliss*-^ 

Enter Alberto [who se^ Ckonei'] 

It was not all delusion — ^thou art here! 

I feel thy presence like a flood of light 

To one whose eyes have long been veil'd in dark- 
ness, — 

As thus I press thee to my heaving hearty 

Its vital current gains a tide of joy intense un- 
bounded, — 

Oh my Cleohe, such excess bf bliss^ 

The mortal structure was not made to bear^ 

It is too exquisite for human frame ; 

Dearest Cleone, caii this joy be true ? 

Art thou, indeedj restor'd to this fond breast? 

Letime behold those -dear^ those tender eyes, 
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LetihCTi c m iv ii i ce me tH is not ar dreem, 
A fidrcnatjon of a heated fimcy. 
All Mseand fi^itfve^No, I behold thee^ — 
Press thee warm and liying— -taste thy breathy — 
And feel assur'd ^iSa real sure delight— 

. Cleone. 

Bliss too supreme — ^thou art then all unchanged, 
Cleone lives, mirival'd in thy heart. 

Ekter Adtarte^ cMended hy Ismene. 

Adtarte [nmd.'\ 

See they are here ! — this is the promb'd wortd^ 
And thiegr are shadows just arrived before me ; 
See they approach to give me horrid welcome,— 
I will return^ will not dwell amongst them, 
I will not witness her triumphant glances. 
Nor Atrempaision'd fondness, unchanged psflrioiL. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE BRIDE OF SICILY. 161 

Alas ! and is my father also come ? 
Is he too one of these strange gazing spirits? 
There has been fearful work in th' other world,-^ 
Say, was it pestilence which swoop'd ye all, 
For Hassen and Ismene too are here ? — 
— Mark you, Ismene, she^ Cleone, weeps, — 
Can spirits weep ? yes, every eye has tears. 
But mine are dry, they bum for lack of moisture. 
They feel like flaming orbs. — 

Enter Barto. 

Astarte. 

Another spirit come ! — ^aye all our house ! 
Twas kindly done, good Barto, not to stay 
Alone upon: that rolling mad-cap world. 
Where marrixtges are made and broken too, • 
like school-boy bubbles. Here all things are still, 

Y 
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There is no whiri within this tranquil place^ 
Mixing strange things together — all is calm^ is 

quiet^ 
There is no sounds excepting my own voice — 
Will no one speak ! it is a fearful siLence ! 
'Ti^ desolate to gaze on speechl^s things ! 
On eyes that all seem riveted oq mine. 
And with expression which appals my soul. 
TTiis is not Paradise I — 

Tlieref social intercourse and sweet communion 
Gilds every hour — I do not like this world! 
Barto, thou once didst love me, speak, speak to me, 
Oh break this horrid spell, lei me hear words. 

Barto. 

Worshiped Astarte! to behold thee thus. 
Unmans my stubborn nature — I could weep. 
And throw myself in anguish on the ground. 
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But that thy wrongs demand a sinewy arm, 
And heart of Lion. Mark me, Prince Rogero, 
I am no infant, whose weak yielding purpose 
Is to be charm'd and chang'd with honied words ; — 
Yon blighted blossom, wither'd by thy touch, 
Shall not be made a mark for public shame ; — 
Conceal thy former marriage for short space ; 
'Twill not he long — the canker works within 
Her bruised heart, and soon will set thee free ; 
Then openly espouse e'en whom thou wilt, 
Astarte's shade will not oppose such union. 
Nor Barto frown defiance at his master ; 
Hassen will not betray such pious fraud. 
And all before me will with life preserve 
A secret which involves Astarte's honour, . 
Dear as their own — ^Thy answer. Prince? 

Alberto. 
Think'st thou Cleone's fame I'd immolate 
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For aught on earth? — give up my wife, my lost ope! 
No, not to saye a crumbling sinking world,— 
Renounce Cleone I rather bid me grope 
In Etna's bowels 'midst sulphurious burnings. 
Than yield one moment the proud, tender title, 
Of husband to Cleone. — 

Barto \rushing upon him with a dagger. '\ 

Then die— 

[Astarte perceives his intentifm, and 

rushes between them, receiving 

the blow within her bosom,. 

Astarte. 
What I are daggers us'd alike in every world ? 
Does murder still exist beyond the grave ? 

Barto. 
Accursed chance ! that hand has wounded her. 
Which would have torn this heart from forth its 
home, 
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Could it have saVd her finom one earililypai^y 
Adofd Astarte! — 

Aoarte \recavering her senses as she hleedsJ] 

Amidst the shades of death I know this place, — 
Tls Barto's palace, and ye all are living,--^ 
Yes, all around me is an earthly world — 
Barto, I thank thee, thou has bravely serv'd me, — 
Thy friendly hand has saVd me much of anguish. 
Much of dishonour — ^thou hast lopp*d away. 
With one swift stroke ten thousand agonies, — 
Give me thy hand, dear sister — ^Father thine, — 
Dost thou support me, Albert? — ^that is kind, 
Methinks my head would rest upon thy bosom . 
For one brief moment-^ Weep not thus, Ismene, 
If I had Jiv'd, thyself had*st wish'd me dead ; 
Barto, dear kinsman, thou hast lov'd me long, 
Perchance, in other worlds I may repay thee ; 
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HassCT, thoa hast no crescent on Ihy brow. 
Receive this cross and wear it next thy breast^ 
This blessed symbol — ^let my dying lips 
Be press'd upon it as my spirit flies. 

{Astarte dies. 

Barto {plucking out the dagger and stabbing 



Since she is gone, I will not tarry here, — 

In other worlds, she said, she might repay me, 

I'll after her and see.— 

[Barto stabs himself and dies. 

Hassen. 

This tale shall sound in i^es yet to come, — 
Eyes yet unborn shall weep Astarte's fate. 
And poets sing to fair Sicilian maids. 
The story of this most ill-fated marriage — 
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— ^Behold, I kiss the parting pledge she gave me, 
Ismene, mark thy Hassen is a Christian. 

[Curtain drops. 



FIMIS. 
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